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CHAPTER I. 

"a mote will tuen the balance/' 

The following day Kingscourt dropped back into its 
ordinary routine. Lady Grey had been somewhat molli- 
fied by the discreet retirement of Miss Knight when the 
dancing had begun. No doubt she had felt that as a gover- 
ness she had been much too prominent in the theatricals. 

A quiet week followed. Frank went up to town with 
Elorio^ and Ada was spared the awkwardness of seeing 
him. A few days later Sir Trevor and Lady Grey went 
away to pay a visit at a country house some fifty miles 
distant^ and Ada and Lily were left quite alone. 

Ada worked at the science of music — mindful of Florio's 
advice, and strove in the exercise of her voice that at least 
there should be no bad habits acquired. In the frosty 
evenings the two girls walked together. Lily being of 
an age and nature to find a woman like Ada, of wider 
experiences and deeper thought, altogether adorable 
loved and admired her in her childish way, and was quite 
proud when on some trivial subject she found that their 
opinions agreed. Lily was insufficient for A da's nature. 
She needed something above her and not below her to 
satisfy. She longed for frank, friendly intercourse with 
men of elevated mind. 

Day by day Ada felt herself mastering all that books 
or self-instruction could teach her of music. When that 
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was at an end she ought to pass at once to higher train- 
ing j but how was that possible ? When there are no 
home duties to occupy ; no loving kindness given and 
received, to make time roll by unnoticed, and encourage 
the delusion that youth will always continue, the desire 
for work becomes, in minds of a certain calibre, a raging 
thirst . 

In those days Ada grew weak and easily tired. 
After a long walk, her complexion would grow strangely 
transparent, her eyes large and glistening. One fixed 
idea in a young mind steals the freshness from the 
cheek. 

Lily noticed the change in Ada and was full of little 
attentions for her. In her eyes it invested Ada 
with still greater interest. She formed a romantic idea 
of Ada being a prey to some secret sorrow ; with which 
she hoped she might . one day be entrusted ! She was 
sure she could help her. 

Whether Ada could have borne this life much longer 
I know not ; at times she was almost tempted to accept 
Florio^s offer, but all questioning as to her future was 
for a time laid aside. Lily took a fever. On one of 
those winter evenings, she had perhaps lingered too 
long in the biting wind. It came no one knew how, and 
in a few days laid her down in helpless suffering. 

What does a woman like Lady Grey become in cases 
of illness ? Impatient, unjust, a plague to every one. 
Most people have had painful experience of such a 
woman. 

Lot all the doctors in Christendom be summoned at 
once or Lily will die ! Then, the doctors know nothing, 
they will kill her child I No one understands how to 
nurse Lily except herself^ but she is so easily upset^ is a 
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woman of such feeling that she cannot trust herself, it is 
fluch agony to her to see her child suffer — and so on. 

Lily asked for Miss Ejiight to nurse her^ and Ada 
gladly did it. Day and night she was with her. Not 
with a long-drawn face and ceaseless inquiries, as is 
the manner of many women, but with ready helpfulness 
-and a bright word from time to time. Even when Lily 
was delirious, Ada could soothe her ; could move the 
pillows so as to give rest to her aching head; could calm 
her by holding her hand. 

The consciousness of being of some use made Ada 
quite forgetful of bodily fatigue. Lady Grey at times 
overwhelmed her with thanks ; at times pushed her aside 
roughly, and with petty jealousy at her heart found 
fault with all she did, but Ada did not mind. For the 
time she had ceased to feel herself an impeding and use- 
less existence. Even to her — ^without ties, without home 
— there had come a call for help. Her individual wants 
and discontents were silenced because some one suffered. 
There is in most women, however worthless, somewhat of 
this nature ; a readiness to rise up from their inaction 
and littleness in times of sickness and sorrow. 

Lily grew worse and worse. There was from day to 
day a scarcely perceptible decline of strength and in- 
crease of fever ; only marked by the physician and Ada. 
After a while every one noticed the change. Sir Trevor 
was frantic with grief, but very quiet, and touchingly 
obedient to Ada's every word. 

There came a day when they thought she must die, 
when the doctor's face looked very fixed, and no opinion 
could be extracted from him. He left the house saying 
he would call again in the evening, but if there was any 
change they were to send for him. Any change 1 Ada 
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heard the words shudderingly. She went back to Lily's 
room, and found her in a kind of stupor, her eyes half 
open, her features suddenly drawn and sunken. Lady 
Grey was sitting by her side, crying very silently. For 
a moment the petty, self-absorbed nature was shaken, 
and grief made her simple and genuine. Ada moved 
away. She was sorry for them alio Why was this grief 
in the world, this pain and suflFering, this struggling to 
heal the poor body, only to reserve it for more pain ? 
Why not let people die ? Was it not cruelty, this saving 
from death for further torture ? Perhaps the day might 
come when those young lips would mutter, *^ Would to 
God T )i^A died in that illness.'' 

Thus Ada thought bitterly, walking to and fro — an 
old habit of hers — in the room next Lily's. 

Sir Trevor called her softly. 

*^ I have telegraphed to Frank," he said. 

' ^ When do you expect him ? " 

'' To-night." 

Then he turned away with a choking sound in his throat. 
How hard that the old should grieve ! A storm at even- 
tide is more cruel, for then we look for peace. 

The doctor came again, but gave no more decided 
opinions, but he talked of the weather and related some 
passing gossip. Ada augured well from it, though she 
said nothing, fearing to give Sir Trevor and his wife any 
further hope. 

Whenever there was any trifling order relating to Lily 
to be carried out, Ada gave it to Sir Trevor, and the old 
man obeyed her as if she were mistress. She knew how 
accurately it would be done, and how a minute's occupa- 
tion for his child was preferable to hopeless inaction. 

It was late when Frank came, and they sent Ada down 
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to receive him and give him news. As she went down- 
stairs she thought how selfish and puerile her nature 
was^ that now, even at such a time, she should dislike 
meeting Mr. Grey, and wish he had not come. 

Frank was coming up to meet her. He looked anxious 
and, before she spoke, his eyes asked for tidings. 

" I think,'' Ada said, '^ that Lily is better : but I do 
not tell your father and mother so, I am afraid to give 
them hope." 

^^ Poor child ! May I see her ? '' 

'' Yes.'' 

On Frank's appearance. Lady Grey got up and flung 
herself into his arms, with many gurgling and hysterical 
noises. Her grief had been very true and quiet for some 
time. She now began to think of her mother's feelings ; 
of how, perhaps, her boy would be the only one left to 
her ; of how he must see at once that hers would be the 
greatest blow ; that she was the one to be pitied and 
consoled. Hence the breakdown, consequent on much 
personal feeling and consideration of what should be 
the grief of others for her. 

Ada was impatient, and looked it. Lady Grey, with 
her head on her son's shoulder and handkerchief to her 
eyes, saw Ada's expression, and forgot it not. 

Cold, heartless girl ! Did she expect every one to 
look as unconcerned as she did ? How could she under- 
stand a mother's grief ? She had done her duty, perhaps, 
in attending Lily, but she had no love for her ; that was 
what made her a good nurse. She was like a machine. 

Sir Trevor persuaded his wife to go away till she was 
calm, and so Ada was left with Lily. By-and-by, the 
latter woke up from the state of torpor she had been in, 
and began to speak a little. 
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^' Prank is here ? '' she asked presently. 

Ada said yes. Bat Lily did not ask to see him. 

How did she know that he had come ? She had ap- 
peared quite insensible when he was in the room. 

It frightened Ada^ this strange spirit knowledge. 

Meanwhile Lady Grey had been quieted, Frank had 
shown sufficient appreciation of how fearful a trial thia 
was for her. He had told her how necessary it was for 
her to take care of herself for the sake of others, on 
which unselfish principle she had been induced to eat 
a very good dinner. 

Sir Trevor made a feint of doing the same ; but some- 
how he could not manage to eat, with Lily^s poor suflFering 
face ever present to him. Not that it did the poor child 
any good to starve, but still he was not hungry. He 
stole away very soon. 

'^ PU just see how she is getting on,^^ he said, '^ and 
come back again. You take care of your poor mother,^ 
Prank.'' 

Lady Grey, very depressed by the constant sight of 
illness, made no attempt to follow him. This coming of 
Prank seemed to make everything more hopeful to her.. 
It was a little bit of ordinary life in a house which had, 
for the last fortnight, been most unnatural. Had it gone 
on, this stillness, this watchfulness, something awful 
must have happened ; but now, with Frank's coming and 
looking just as usual, things must get right again. Lady 
Grey recovered her spirits so far that she even asked,^ 
in a very dolorous voice, and as if it were an effort she 
was making for Frank's sake, if Sir Trevor's niece^ 
Lady Emily Glenthorpe, were really going to make that 
dreadful mesalliance with a merchant's son. Frank 
satisfied her that it had been broken off^ and then 
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asked if Miss Knight had been useful in Lily's ill- 
ness. 

" Yes/' she said in a depressed way, " she has been 
very attentive, and as the dear child likes her, it is as 
well she has been here ; but, of course, I have looked 
after everything myself/' 

'^ Of course,*' repeated Prank, perfectly aware of what 
his mother's '^ looking after " meant. " My father told 
me," he added, " that Miss Knight was a perfect trea- 
sure, indefatigable, sitting up night after night." 

'^ Your father has such a good heart, he is always 
grateful for the smallest kindness. Not that I wish to 
depreciate what Miss Knight has done. She is very 
good ; but you can understand that a person who is cool^ 
whose love for the sick one does not make them nervous 
and agitated, finds such an attendance much easier than 
the relations, than I would, for instance." 

Frank nodded. 

''But," he said, " I fancied that Miss Knight was very 
fond of Lily ? " 

'' Y— es," she answered slowly, " perhaps so, but there 
is so much self-interest mixed with the aflfection of a 
person in her position, that it is quite a diflferent 
thing." 

" Yes." 

Frank nev er took the trouble of contradicting people 
whether he agreed with them or not, unless there was 
something to be gained by it. He was not quite of his 
mother's opinion. He did not see what the mischief 
Miss Knight had to gain by being devoted to Lily, but 
what was the good of saying that ? His mother might 
be right ; she was an uncommonly shrewd woman. 

Sir Trevor came down now, quite radiant. Lily had 
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been talking to him quite quietly^ and had asked to see 
Prank. Such an improvement at this hour was very 
good . 

They all went up, and Ada with diflBculty kept Lady 
Grey from going into her room at the same time, and 
having a general rejoicing, which would have been most 
conducive to the calm of the patient ! 

'^ I will sit up with my child to-night,^^ Lady Grey said 
to Ada in the other room in a tone of command. '^ You 
have much need of rest.'^ 

" I am not tired at all,'^ Ada answered hastily, ^' and 
you are not strong enough to sit up.'^ 

^^ I wish it. It is a critical night, and I wish to be with 
her.'' 

" Excuse me,'' Ada said nervously, ^^ but I have 
received all the doctor's directions; would it not be 
better for you to sit here in an arm-chair, and let me 
get everything that Lily wants ? You can be with her 
just as much." 

" I will not be separated from my daughter. You are 
very kind, but you cannot take the place of a mother." 

Ada could not refrain from a hopeless shrug of the 
shoulders. It was done before she thought of it, and it 
did not escape Lady Grey, who thought it great inso- 
lence, and was on the point of saying so, when Sir Trevor 
came in. 

" Had you not better say good-night to Lily now, and 
go to bed, love ? " 

^^ I am going to remain with my child to-night." 
Ada gave Sir Trevor a look of despair. 
" It is not wise of you, dear," he said in a persuasive 
tone, "you will be quite knocked up to-morrow." 

But Lady Grey's face had settled into obstinacy, and 
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they all knew it was hopeless. No one should prevent 
her doing her duty ! So Ada had only to show her 
where the medicines were, and tell her at what hours to 
give them, and then to go away. As she said good-night 
to Lily, the latter looked surprised. 

*' Your mother is going to stay with you to-night,'' she 
said. 

A petulant expression came into Lily's face, but in a 
second it changed. 

'* Yes," she sjdd, " you must be very tired. Take a 
good sleep." 

And Ada had to go away, leaving that wrong impres- 
sion in Lily's mind. She did not like it, and as if in 
practical denial thereof, she did not undress, but wrapped 
herself in her dressing-gown and sat in her room, read- 
ing. 

About one o'clock a knock came at Ada's door. She 
smiled to herself as she said " come in," for it struck her 
«rS possible that Lady Grey's devotion had worn itself 
out. 

" Miss Knight," said Lady Grey, looking like a martyr, 
^' would you kindly drop the medicine for Lily ? I am so 
very nervous and my hand trembles so, I am afraid to do 
it." 

Ada got up at once and went into Lily's room. 

" I am surprised," said Lady Grey, " to find you still 
up. I thought you would take advantage of my watch- 
ing Lily, to rest yourself. Did you not think that my 
<5are was sufficient ? " 

Ada felt tempted to say that apparently it was not, but 
she wisely refrained, and merely said, — 

'^I sat up because I could not sleep. One grows 
wakeful from habit." 



lO So Youngs my Lord^ and True. 



*' Ah, yes, I understand. I daresay you quite miss the 
attendance on Lily, and find the night long ? " 

" Yes/' said Ada, seeing through her little speech at 
once. " It would be really kind of you to let me take 
your place now. You do look so exhausted. Sir Trevor 
will be quite shocked if you do not get any rest.'' 

" It is so unfortunate to have such a nervous, suscep- 
tible nature as mine. A few hours' watching would be no- 
thing to another person less finely organised than I am." 

Ada listened patiently, and tried in vain to give an 
interested and sympathetic expression to her face. 

'* I assure you,'' she continued, " sitting here, looking at 
my dear child, I fancied all sorts of things, and grew so 
nervous and agitated, that I several times thought I should 
faint away." 

"Do go and lie down," said Ada quite imploringly, for 
she was losing all patience, and was afraid she would say 
something rude. 

'* I think I will," she said, getting up, " since you are 
here. What a comfort it must be," she added, as she 
was leaving the room, " to have a temperament like 
yours." Ada could have clapped her hands when she 
went out or given way to any other unseemly expression 
of delight ! 

" I suppose it is very bad of me to have such a con- 
tempt for anyone," she reflected, "as that I feel for 
Lady Grey, but fools are intolerable." 

She began to rearrange the room. The light was 
burning just where it fell on Lily's eyes. The fire was 
just out. The medicines and water were all in the wrong 
place. Lily, in her feverish sleep, had tossed the bed- 
clothes uncomfortably, and it had never occurred to her 
mother to put them straight again. 
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As Ada smoothed Lily^s pillows, she opened her eyes, 
and a contented expression came in her feu^e when she saw 
who it was. 

'^ Mamma gone ? *' she asked. 

Ada nodded. 

'^ She teases me so. It seems quite wicked to be ill 
when I see her melancholy face. When she sits there I 
see it even with my eyes shut ! ^' 

Ada thought it must be like a horrible nightmare, 
but she said nothing. 

" It is not my fault if I am ill, is it ? '' (in the fretful 
voice of illness). 

" No, dear,^^ she answered smiling. " K you had your 
choice you would fix on something more amusing ! ^' 
Prom a vague feeling of duty Ada added,— 

^^ I suppose your mamma is very anxious.^' 

'' Then I wish she would be less so if it makes her look 
Uke that ! '' 

" You must take your medicine, and not talk.'' But 
the last part of her order was not obeyed, and she did 
not worry Lily by insisting on silence. I am sure, thought 
she, it does sick people more harm to be contradicted 
and argued with than to be allowed to do little unwise 
things. 

'* You care a little bit, don't you ? " continued Lily -^ 
" and yet you look bright and nice always." 

''I want you to get well, very much. I have not 
thought about being sorry." 

Lily looked disappointed, and did not say anything 
more. 

Why could I not have said something affectionate to 
her, thought Ada. Most girls would have done so readily 
enough. 
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She was very observant of herself and others. In 
her own heart there seemed a kind of stillness which she 
suspected of being coldness. If she were warm-hearted 
why should she have the habit of lopking at people so 
critically, and discovering the littleness which lay at the 
root of their character, and influenced their acts ? Why 
Bhould she not accept kindness and love simply, and not 
look for ideal lives ? 

Sir Trevor ? He was kind and good. A gentlemin in 
thought and feeling. A man she could respect, and 
whom she could speak to frankly and pleasantly. That 
was all. She might go away to-morrow and never see 
him again, and she would feel no regret. Lady Grey ? 
She was a poor thing, occupying a vast and important 
position in her own eyes, and an infinitesimally small one 
in the eyes of others. The difierence was as great as in 
objects looked at from opposite ends of a field-glass. 
Mr. Grey ? Well, there were such numbers of those sort 
of men that he was to be looked upon more as one of a 
species than as an individual. Lily? Ada^s eyes lin- 
gered on the fair, childish face, prettier now in its deli- 
oacy ; illness having given little lines which took from its 
roundness, a roundness which had been, perhaps, too 
expressionless. Her nature had nothing fine in it; 
nothing to awake reverence (which belongs to all deep 
affection) ; nothing to make it beloved without a ques- 
tion as to the cause, and yet Ada turned to her lovingly, 
as one turns to a child that holds out its arms to you, 
though you know in a day it will forget you. 

We live with men and women perhaps for years, and 
though they have power to worry us perpetually, 
and swell our petty miseries, yet they never belong to 
our life. Then thei*e are others, not perhaps friends of 



A Mote will Turn the Balance. 1 3 

diojce^ not perhaps men we deliberately admire and deter- 
mine to cling to^ who seem knit into the fatore. We feel 
it sometimes before we have known them long. They 
are always going to be there. They will always be in 
some relation to us. Oar thoughts and acts will have 
some connection with them. This is what Ada felt^ 
looking at Lily. The fair young face there would not 
pass away and be forgotten^ though thousands of new 
interests arose in her life. 



i 



CHAPTER n. 
''hbb gentle spirit commits itself to tours/' 

Lily recovered, and as she gained strength Lady Grey 
became more disagreeable. There seemed no necessity 
for self-restraint now that the dear child was out of danger. 
For Lily's sake she had been very kind to Miss Knight, 
but now she must not be allowed to presume on that 
kindness. Governesses were so easily spoiled. She 
must not think that a familiarity which was unavoidable 
in a sick-room, when she. Lady Grey, was anxious and 
agitated, was to be continued afterwards. Miss Knight 
must gradually drop back into her former position. 
Of course when Lily was in danger, it was right to in- 
dulge her in every way, and as it satisfied her that Miss 
Knight should have the direction of everything, she 
would not oppose her. If anything had happened, she 
could not have reproached herself with having denied 
Lily her smallest wish, but now she must not allow her 
feelings as a mother to make her forget her position. 

The result of these reflections on Lady Grey's part 
was an exaggeration of her former manner to Ada. She 
could not forget that Lily had preferred Ada's attendance 
to hers, and, being a woman of infinitely small mind, she 
bore Miss Knight a grudge for that preference. 

Frank bore himself rather loftily towards Ada. She 
had scorned, or pretended to scorn — he rather inclined 
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to think the latter — ^his attentions. She was a woman 
of no discernment. Had she changed and seemed to 
court his society, he might have admired her still, but 
she showed no sign of repentance. 

" Nob that I think she dislikes me,'' he reflected one 
day that he had carried Lily downstairs very gently and 
cleverly, and Ada had smiled at him approvingly. " She 
looks very well pleased when I am in the room ; but she 
is no fool, she knows on which side her bread is but- 
tered.'' A sentiment with which his mother would 
have perfectly concurred. 

After this illness of Lily's the two girls were more! 
together and much warmer friends. 

I don't know how it is, but sickness and pain and 
anxiety always cements friendship with women. They 
are never proof against the giving or receiving of 
horrible doses, the tender ministrations in pain. Perhaps 
their little artificial gestures are dropped with their 
fashionable garments, and soul draws nearer to soul in 
the sick room. 

When Lily was better and able to go out, she would 
never drive without Ada. Once or twice at first she 
went alone with her mother, but she was restless and 
impatient, and Lady Grey found it by no means pleasant. 
At last she reached that stage of convalescence, when 
the doctor — as is the duty of all doctors attending well- 
bred patients — ordered change of air. It was absolutely 
necessary to go to the sea-side if she wished to regain 
strength. A girl in the village close by had had the 
same fever ; how was she to regain strength ? But that 
does not concern us, does it ? 

Brighton was suggested^ but Lily had an idea that it 
was a noisy place, and begged to be sent elsewhere. 
Finally Llandudno was decided upon. 
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Now, thought Lady Grey, there is an excellent oppor- 
tunity for dismissing Miss Ejiight. Lily cannot study. 
Miss Knight^s salary is very high, and it is useless ex- 
pense taking her to Wales. It was better to send her 
away and get another governess afterwards. She was 
gaining too much influence over Lily. The child was 
not so desirous to please her mother and to please her 
old friends as she used to be. Miss Knight was every- 
thing. It was time to put a stop to it. Girls of Lily's 
age should always be checked in forming foolish, girlish 
attachments. Lady Grey determined to speak to Sir 
Trevor privately about it before she said anything to 
Lily. She expected some opposition from the latter. 

Lady Grey felt more kindly disposed towards Ada 
as Boon as she had decided that she should depart. She 
was pleased to observe one evening that Miss Knight 
did not look strong. Ada smiled at her Condescension, 
and wondered what would follow. 

Next day Lady Grey spoke to her husband about 
Miss Ejiight^s dismissal. He looked very much sur- 
prised. 

" I should have thought,^^ he said, " that it was just 
the thing for Lily to have a person like Miss Knight 
with her at Llandudno.^' 

Shall I not be there ? '^ his wife asked with a tragic 



air. 



Yes, yes, dear, but Lily requires constant atten- 
tion. I feared it would be too great a tax upon you.^' 

Sir Trevor disliked extremely these discussions with 
his wife. He was a brave man, and yet on such occasions 
he had always a sneaking desire to bolt ! 

" It is such a useless expense to keep Miss Knight 
now,^^ proceeded Lady Grey. " Lily is too delicate to 
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go on with her studies, and frankly, I have not got a 
very high opinion of Miss Knight^s powers as a teacher. 
It will be best to get a companion for Lily at a 
lower salary, and give her masters when we go to 
London/' 

'^ I should not like to dismiss Miss Knight now after 
all her attention to Lily/' 

^' Of course I can speak very well of her to my 
friends ; she will find no difficulty in getting a place/' 

Sir Trevor had long ago discovered that determined 
opposition was ineffectual with his wife. 

'' I am afraid it will distress Lily," he said, wishing 
Lady Grey would go, and leave him to read his news- 
paper in peace ! 

" I daresay I can make her see it in a right light, 
that is to say if you do not encourage her to oppose 



me/' 



" I do not pretend to understand these things. I 
don't think you can often accuse me of interference." 

Encouraged by such mild views. Lady Grey pro- 
ceeded to unburden her mind about Miss Knight. 

^^ Lily," she said, " has struck up a great friendship 
with this girl, and I do not like it. After all, what do 
we know about her ? She may be a designing woman. 
She is certainly very independent in her manner ; not at 
all what one would expect a governess to be." 

" I do not think," said Sir Trevor, roused from his 
qnietude, ^^ that there is anything to complain of in Miss 
Kjiight's manner. She may be a little reserved; it 
is natural enough. A governess's position cannot be a 
pleasant one." 

He could not bear to hear any one accused unjustly and 
be silent. 

VOL. 111. 2 
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^^ Reserved ! I don^t know ; she does not seem to be 
so with men. I once saw a most desperate attempt at 
flirtation on her part with Frank, who had common 
sense enough to check it. Then when that Italian 
was here, Signer Florio, he was never out of the school- 
room.'' 

From this sentence we can see what a fascination 
there is for some women in fiction founded on fact ! 
Sir Trevor smiled. The notion of Frank's sense in 
this particular was amusing. Perhaps Sir Trevor be- 
thought him of his own youth, and failed to find an 
instance of his having nipped in the bud a flirtation with 
a pretty woman, common sense being the motive. " As 
to the Italian he was an old friend, and as to Frank — ^" 

The sentence was concluded by an incredulous look. 

^^ You would like to see your son marry a governess ? " 
she asked irrelevantly. 

^^ Birth is nothing, I've heard you remark ! " 

The old gentleman could not resist a little playful 
chafi", though it was not appreciated by his wife. 

"Not when there is money. Bank is very glad to 
overlook the distinctions of birth when there is money 
to be gained." 

This was a vulgar retort of her ladyship's, but it 
seemed to her quite just and not in such bad taste as 
her husband's speech. Sir Trevor had had quite enough 
of this conversation. 

*' I must write a letter to Dobson by this post," he 
said. . " You can do whatever you think best about Miss 
Knight. Of course it is not my business." 

'^ I can never consult you," Lady Grey said, getting 
up. '^ You can never sympathise with me or share my 
feelings as a husband ought.' 



yi 
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There was a slight tremor in her voice, which 
induced her husband to say energetically, 
" My dear, I assure you you are mistaken/' 
But as he had not proofs of his assertion ready, it 
was a relief that Lady Grey did not wait to hear more, 
but left the room languishingly. 

As a sequel to this conversation, there was one with 
Lily, in which she was told by her mother that her 
father and she had consulted together, and had decided 
that Miss Elnight had better leave. 

Lily flushed up and began to cry in what her 
mother thought a very silly manner. She was only just 
recovering from a serious illness, be it remembered. 

^'I can't possibly do without her,'' she said indig- 
nantly, '' and just fancy turning anyone away like that ; 
who nursed me, who sat up with me night after night, 
who—" 

The enumeration of these kindnesses was not plea* 
43ant to Lady Grey, so she cut them short. She told 
Lily that she was a baby; that her papa could not 
afford to pay a governess for nothing, et cetera. 

To all this Lily made no reply, but continued to 
<5ry in a maudlin way, and the moment her mother's 
back was turned, rushed to Sir Trevor. 

The sight of Lily in tears was much worse than his 
wife's wrath, therefore these two entered into a defen- 
sive alliance, indulged in such praises of Ada as would 
have filled Lady Grey's soul with horror, and resolved 
that Ada should not go away. Indeed Lily gave ex- 
pression to some foolish sentiment about not parting 
with her as long as she lived, which was passed over 
in silence by her father. 

Surely Lady Grey was right, and these people were 

2—2 
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infatuated about Miss Knight; and why? She was 
rather silent and quiet ; not at all conciliatory in her 
manner to people she did not like ; did not seem much 
attached to the family with whom she lived ; had not 
accepted gracefully and gratefully the patronage of the 
clergyman and his wife \ seldom went to church, and 
when there, failed to have that amiable and inane ex- 
pression which ought to be on the faces of girls when 
they pray. Altogether Ada was wanting in those 
things which should be the attributes of a governess. 

There was rather a scene between husband and wife 
at Kingscourt that night, and as Sir Trevor was taking 
the part of another woman against his wife, his position 
was not enviable. Lady Grey being a woman who 
could never by any chance stretch her imagination so 
far as to see a thing from another person's point of 
view, it was impossible to convince her by any eloquence 
or persuasion, and finally Sir Trevor was obliged to 
use his authority and say he really could not have Lily 
made ill, and that Miss Knight must not leave at 
present. He did not see why she should not remain 
till Lily was old enough to do without further instruc- 
tion. Lady Grey submitted, she could not do other- 
wise, but she did not love Ada any the more after this 
passage of arms on her account. Had she carried out 
her plan, she would have been full of good feeling to- 
wards her, and would probably have recommended Miss 
Knight to some of her friends as a very deserving young 
woman. Thus was the milk of human kindness turned 
to vinegar. 

Ada was ignorant of this discussion at the time, but 
one day when they were at Llandudno, when they were 
scrambling up the mountains together, Lily related it all 
to her. 
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^'I could not let you go/' Lily said. "It seems so 
natural now to have you always with me. I do not think 
I can ever do without you any more/' 

" You will soon be in the * grande monde/ Lily, and 
what does a fashionable young lady want with a gover- 
ness?'* 

'' Not a governess, but I do want you to be with me. It 
is so dreadful not to have a sister or some one I can say 
anything I like to. Now what ftin it would be to come 
home from parties and tell you all about them. It would 
be no fun to tell mamma.'' 

That Ada could well imagine, and she smiled as she 
thought of it. 

^^I am sure," said Lily, who was in a very chatty 
humour, "I shall like some one that mamma won't 
approve of, and she will want me to marry some snuffy 
old lord, with a lot of money ! " 

She made a rueful face at her own imaginary troubles* 

^^ You can't be forced to marry the old lord, those days 
are gone by." 

^' You know what a fool I am, and you know how 
mamma bullies me." 

" You look as if that old gentleman was on the point 
of carrying you off ! " 

** I only want trO show you the necessity of your being 
near me to help me." 

'' That 8(yme one you talk of liking in spite of Lady 
Grey and the snuflfy^ old lord, will no doubt find some way 
of extinguishing the latter ! " 

The conversation was becoming very interesting to 
Lily. '^ It must be very nice to be liked very, very much 
by some one," she said musingly. 

" What will he be like ? " Ada asked laughingly. 
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" Very tall and dark and handsome^ and lie must have 
dark blue eyes, I think. I love dark blue eyes/' 

At sixteen, the lover a girl dreams of must be a cer- 
tain tjrpe, by-and-by when the lover appears the type 
changes I 

" Thai sounds most fascinating ! " 

Ada had heard several girls at school draw the same 
picture* They were probably married by this time to fat, 
red-haired, pudgy-faced men, who thought poetry great 
rubbish and talked chiefly of thorough-breds, spavins, 
curby hocks, etc., and though not quite appreciating the 
subject, their wives had begun to understand it and to 
say of their respective husbands, " He is quite mad on 
the subject of horses/* 

*^Tell me your idea of a man you could fall in love 
with,** said Lily coaxingly. 

She thought Miss Knight might be a little confidential 
tp(sday« They bad got round the brow of the hill, and 
w^^ne shdtered from the cold wind« 

Let ua sit down here,^* said Lily, ^ and you must tell 






Ratiier scomfal <^ Lily^s bal)yish ways Ada felt for a 
second, but her fik^ looked so int^nested and so pretty, 

^le only smiled* 

^ Ycm fot^t^" she said^ ** that I am quite an old person. 
If I ever imaj^ned what a lov^^r ought to be like, 1 have 
^itDe foi^tt^^n. <5k)veme«ses ^ihould not have lovers. 
* Ko follow^^ allowed ! ' '' 

^^ Oh indeed, tJiey ^sihould, I have aJways had a viskm 
of some one coming for you> (^v^mosses should have 
more TowiaDoe in tlioir liv<^* thavi otJ»er people* Ttey ai:e 
married for love only, though they a«^ poor and depen^ 
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*' It sounds like a story in a penny paper ! The earl 
and the governess ! True love victorious ! Don't you 
think that Miss Spencer's governess looks as if some 
one would marry her all for love ? '' 

**Not that horrid old thing/' said Lily indignantly* 
'* but you are not so matter of fact as you pretend to be. 
I dare say your life has been romantic enough." 

It did seem rather hard to Lily that Miss Knight never 
spoke of herself. She, Lily, had told Miss Knighfc every- 
thing ; it was not quite fair, she thought, that Ada should 
be silent to her when she was so fond of her. 

Ada half divined her thoughts. 

^* Romantic ? " she said quietly, " no, my life has been a 
very, very prosaic one. I lost my mother when I was a 
little girl, my father when I was not much older than 
you." 

Lily's face fell, and she felt as if she had been unkind 
to make Ada speak of the past. She would have liked 
to stop her, but it was too late. 

'^ I was very sorry," she added simply, " for I was an 
only child, and my father was everything to me. It has 
been quite lonely ever since. After that a cousin died, 
whom I was very fond of, and who loved me very much, 
poor boy 1 " 

After a little pause she added, 

'^ So you see my life has not been at all romantic, only 
dull and sad." 

Poor Lily felt quite guilty. What business had she to 
rake up this beautiful creature's sad history ! 

How unsympathising and stupid she must find me ! she 
thought. How could she like me at all ? So fumbling 
about to find some suitable word to say, and grieved to 
be quite outside the pale of suffering, and therefore in- 
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capable of understanding — she said with a little grave 
face, ^' I had a brother who died when I was twelve. I 
remember it quite well." 

I don't think that Ada heard her, at least she gave no 
sign of being sorry for the loss. 

*' I should not have asked you anything/^ added Lily 
timidly. '^ I should not have reminded you of such sad 
things. Please forgive me. It was very silly of me.'* 

*' I do not mind speaking of papa or Sydney, but as 
you never knew them it cannot interest you. In fact 
'there is nothing to tell.'^ 

'* I do like to hear about any one you loved,^^ Lily said 
with much emphasis. 

She was an afiTectionate little soul. She felt at that 
moment as if she could be father, mother, cousin, a whole 
family in fact, to this lonely governess who was so nice ! 

" And there is no one you really care about now, is 
there ? " she added presently. 

''No." 

'' You do care about me ? ^^ 

'' I do ; who could help it ? " 

The undemonstrative Ada bent and kissed her. It 
was irresistible. She was a little creature who stole into 
your heart and made herself quite at home there, no 
matter what you did. Lily passed her arm through Ada^s. 
She was sure she loved her more every day, and she was 
not quite sure that she was sorry to have made her speak 
of herself. Their friendship had a more confidential 
footing. Inquiries about the cousin were impossible to 
refrain from. They were walking down the hill arm^in- 
arm now. 

'' Sydney," she said musingly, '' what a pretty name. 
Was that your cousin ? " 
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" Yes." 

^^ Was lie older than you ? *' 

*' No, nearly a year younger/' 

Her answers were very short. Why did she not say 
more about him ? 

*' Was he handsome ? Tell me about him if you don't 
mind," 

*' Yes, he was a handsome boy. He had a mass of 
fair haii bright blue eyes, and Lh a gentle face, and 
loving, tender smile.'' 

She was not thinking of Lily, not thinking that she 
was relating this to one who would see it all in the light 
of her own fancy and build a romance thereon. She was 
only thinking of the boy during his last days, and feeling 
a sad pleasure in doing him justice in this poor way. 

" Why did he die so young ? " 

'^ Why ? " she repeated ; '^ I don't know, perhaps 
because everything bright and everything happy dies. 
He died of consumption," she continued calmly. ^' He 
was not much more than nineteen. It is a very gentle 
death — consumption. It comes with the kindest face 
it can wear when it comes that way." 

" You loved him very much ? " 

'^Poor boy, yes. We were to have been married if 
he had lived." 

Lily was silent and awe-struck. She felt standing in 
the shadow of a great sorrow. She was very sorry for 
Miss Knight and her dead lover. How dreadful that all 
her story should be ended like that, and her heart be 
buried in that boy's grave ! Yet there were no tears in 
Miss Knight's eyes. If she, Lily, had been in her place 
she would have cried dreadfully. Even now she felt the 
tears rise as she thought of it all. No one would come to 
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cs,Try her friend off, because she would never care for any 
one. The castle Lily had built for her must come down. 
So the warm-hearted little thing was silent for a while, 
and presently she asked, 

" Was it long ago ? '^ 

" Two years, I think/' 

Then they walked on without speaking and found that 
they were quite near the house. The wind had grown 
colder and the waves had risen high. They had been a 
long time out. 

• " You will never care for any one else ? '' asked Lily 
almost in a whisper as they neared the house. 

^^I think not,'^ Ada answered gravely, thinking of 
Kingsley, and not of Sydney in his quiet grave at Oak- 
lands. 



CHAPTER III. 

'^ POLICY SITS ABOVE CONSCIENCE/^ 

There was a family conclave at Kingscourt, and the* 
subject of discussion was whether Lily should appear 
this season in London or not. Lady Grey had one 
strong inducement to allow it ; Lady Falkington, Sir 
Trevor's sister, would be in London, and would introduce 
Lily. It seemed an immense advantage that she should 
appear under the wing of a Countess 1 

Lady Falkington had rather ignored her sister-in- 
law's existence hitherto, had talked over her head to Sir 
Trevor, when they had been together, and had given no 
heed to any information that Lady Grey had volunteered. 
Now that Lily had grown up, she could scarcely continue 
that sort of thing. She could not invite Taly and over- 
look her mother. Some of the ambition which had 
stirred in Lady Grey's heart in the days when Sir Trevor 
courted her, lingered still. She would move amongst 
the best-born people in the land ; Lily should marry a 
Duke at least, and then they could afford to snub Lady 
Falkington in return for her early patronage. She 
would quickly make ftiends amongst the nobility, and 
she would shine in the circle which nature evidently had 
intended for her. 

About this JMiss Knight ? Lady Grey was not quite^ 
decided whether she would suggest her dismissal or not. 
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She might be useful in London ; go out walking with 
Lily, and see that she studied a little in her leisure hours. 
Lily was such a child she must not altogether give up 
her studies and accomplishments. . Miss Knight was 
<jertainly very quiet and unobtrusive. It is probably 
owing to me, thought Lady Grey ; I put her in her place 
^t once, and when she was tempted to be carried away, 
and excited about those theatricals, and the applause 
that she received, I showed her very plainly what I 
thought. 

Still in spite of this retiring excellence of Miss Knight, 
her salary weighed on Lady Grey^s mind. She pictured 
to herself what an exquisite dress might be purchased 
with that money. She thought a compromise might be 
'eflfected. Miss Knight would not have so much to do in 
London, so her services ought not to be so highly paid. 
That was reasonable enough, so Lady Grey determined 
on having a little private talk with Miss Knight without 
<5onsulting any one. She thought that with a little 
persuasive eloquence she might make her see that she 
was not worth so much as she was receiving 1 

So Ada was summoned one morning in April to her 
ladyship's boudoir. 

Ah, thought Ada, I am going to receive my conge. 
She was not altogether sorry. Many letters had come 
from Florio lately, advising her to leave Kingscourt, and 
try for a situation in London. You are wasting your 
youth, he said, in the country. Once get to London and 
you can work. I feel that I can help you in a way 
which you will not refuse, but what can I do if you are 
buried ? It is death, not life, at Kingscourt. It was 
true enough, and the old desire for work was strong in 
Ada and answered his appeal. 
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"Pray sit down/' Lady Grey said graciously when 
she entered. '^ I wished to speak to you privately about 
Lily. Her father would like her to be presented at 
Court this season. We have not yet spoken to her, and 
I beg you will not say anything about it.'' 

^^ Of course not." 

'^ I shall give my consent, as Sir Trevor wishes it. 
The Countess of Palkington, who is so attached to us all,^ 
being in town, makes it the more desirable." 

Ada had frequently heard of the said Countess, she 
had also seen her once at Kingscourt, and had thus an 
opportunity of judging how much attached she was to 
them all ! Frigid old thing, thought Ada, so poor little 
Lily is to be ushered into the great world, holding her 
aristocratic finger ! 

'' I should not like," continued Lady Grey, ^' Lily 
quite to neglect her studies, and do nothing but go to 
parties. I think it would be an advantage to her if you 
could remain with us." 

Here she looked quite sweetly at Ada. 

'^ Your quiet tastes and studious habits will be always 
a good example to her, besides the dear child is attached 
to you, and it would really grieve me that you should 
leave us." 

Ada waited. What had she to say to all this ? If 
Lady Grey wished her to stay, why this mysterious inter- 
view and elaborate prelude? Perhaps Lady Grey ex- 
pected some outburst of devotion at this point, but Ada 
being by no means diplomatic, and never saying what 
was expected of her, was silent. 

^'But, my dear Miss Ejiight, you must know that 
the expenses of a season in London are enormous. 
Enormous," she repeated, with emphasis, "and I 
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-don't think it would be right of me to retain your 
^services at such a high salary." 

'' I shall be very sorry to leave/' Ada said, '' very, but 
I suppose it cannot be helped. I dare say Lily will 
^njoy going out, it is very dull in the country for her/* 

That was dismissing the subject much too summarily. 

'^ K possible I want you to remain, and I have been 
thinking how it can be managed. You see, when we are 
in town you will have a great deal of time to yourself. 
You could walk a little with Lily, and read and practise 
with her, but in fact your time would be your own. Do 
you not think that the same salary is rather much when 
you will have so little to do ? '' 

This in a tone as if she were asking Ada's disinterested 
•opinion about some one else. 

How Ada hated money matters, and all connected 
with them ! Mr. Westbury had arranged what she 
was to receive, and she had not thought further about it. 
This sort of bargaining was mean and odious to her. 
The next step would probably be to see how little she 
would be contented with. She would have put an end 
1io the conversation at once, and have said she would 
leave Lady Grey, but she had settled into a groove and 
Lily loved her; besides, a moment's reflection told her 
that it would be a much simpler way of getting to 
London than looking for some one else to teach. She 
was silent for a few minutes, and then said, — 

"I will remain with you for sixty pounds a year, 
instead of one hundred, if you like, but please do not 
discuss the subject, I hate money matters." 

This was a lower sum than Lady Grey expected, so 
43he smiled benignly. 

" I thought you would stay with dear Lily if possible. 
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I tliink this can be arranged. You wiU not say anything 
abont oar little talk ? ^' 

'' No." 

** You can go on with your singing together, which 
will be nice.'' 

Ada made no response. She never liked Lady Grey, 
and least of all when she was kind and patronising. 

" Lily had better have singing lessons ? " 

''Yes, her voice is worth it. She will sing much 
better than most girls whom you will hear in a London 
drawing-room." 

''You might have your friend Signer Florio. You 
know where he is to be found, do you not ? '' 

" Yes, I have his address.'' 

"Well, we shall talk of that by-and-by. I must 
write to dear Lady Palkington now. 

'* I am so pleased," she added as Ada rose to go, 
" that you are remaining with us." 

As she spoke she put out her lefb hand in a most 
gracious way, and touched Ada's. 

The latter went away by herself for a walk in the 
woods, to try and forget the contemptible smallness of 
people, and drew pictures to herself of a little garret in 
London ; just two rooms, where she could work undis- 
turbed and live by her own labour, without the presence 
of any mind to fill her with odious thoughts, and make 
her lose her temper. You know those exquisite spring 
days that come sometimes near the close of April, when 
the whole earth seems to hold a jubilee at the approach 
of warmth and life? It was on such a day that Ada 
rushed out, indignant with Lady Grey, and sick of 
every one. She forgot it all soon, amid the beauty of 
nature. 
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Why cannot human beings minister to the beauty of 
the earth instead of disfiguring it ? Why cannot they 
make for themselves simple homes^ where sweet thoughts 
would grow and each soul would be as free, as uncurbed 
by its fellow, as leaf is by leaf or flower by flower ? 

How hope grows on a suu shiny day ! Ada^s life 
seemed about to begin in right earnest. She had been 
very economical at Kingscourt, had spent almost nothing, 
so now she could take lessons for two or three months 
certainly. It should be no half-hearted work with indolent 
uncertainty as to what she meant to do. Long reflections 
on the subject had quite reconciled her to the idea of 
being a professional singer, and she had not been idle all 
this time, though her study had not been quite satis- 
factory without guidance. 

Florio had not given her a chance of forgetting her 
purpose. He wrote to her constantly, always urging her 
to work. She came to watch for his letters and receive 
them with pleasure. Why should she not ? They were 
frank and kind. There were in them no words of 
compliment or gallantry, but they seemed the helpftd 
voice of a fellow-labourer. He told her what he was 
doing; how he had obtained a permanent place as 
organist at a cathedral, and how his pupils increased. 
He touched the right chord when he told Ada that there 
was happiness in work, and if Ms career was satisfying, 
what would not liers be ? He had read much long ago, 
in the days when he had a right to a name and existence, 
and the words of wise men came back to him in support 
of his argument when he wrote to Ada, and astonished 
her with their strength and fitness. 

Florio had employed his spare time in tracing the 
movements of Mr. St. George and his daughter. He 
learned that they had gone abroad. 
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A run down to Dullstoke Station had not cost much^ 
and a flirtation with the barmaid at the little inn close 
to Oaklands had given him a great deal of information. 
He had come to sketch, as his drawing-case over his 
shoulder testified^ and as he took a sandwich at the bar 
he had a little friendly chat. 

He was sure Mary — that was her name^ how well he 
had guessed — had not lived all her life there ; dreary- 
looking place^ well enough for an artist^ but not for a 
pretty girl like her. There did not seem to be a gentle- 
man in the place. No, he was quite right, she said ; there 
was Oaklands ; it had been taken by some merchant people 
that had come to do the grand for a couple of years. 

" Whose property is it ? '' he asked. 

'^ It belongs to a beautiful young lady/' she answered, 
and here she looked sentimental and mysterious. 

" Well, what about her ? Is there a love-story ? You 
look very sympathetic.'^ 

I am not sure that she understood the word, but she 
giggled, and then proceeded to tell him how Miss St. 
George had gone away, no one knew exactly when, and 
some said she had eloped with the gardener^ who about 
the same time had mysteriously disappeared, and certainly 
she had always been poking over the flowers. 

Florio was much amused, and with many assurances 
that she told the story very prettily, induced her to go 
on. There were not many interruptions, as the landlord 
was at a fair and only an occasional waggoner dropped in 
for a glass of beer, and after his coarse jests Mary found 
it doubly fascinating to talk to a real gentleman 1 

The young lady's uncle and guardian had let the place 
and gone abroad, but people said that in a couple of 
years the present tenant's time would be out, and that the 
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young lady would be her own mistress, and would come 
back there. 

The thought of the gardener being master at Oaklands 
filled the barmaid's mind with just horror ! And even 
when Florio said some people were quite above their 
station, she did not at all see how that could apply to the 
gardener, though it might to her ! 

Florio asked if any one looked after the place. 

Oh yes, there was an agent, a man called Danvers, 
who lived in Chalkstone, who came occasionally, and last 
month he had ordered one of the woods to be cut down, 
and it looked quite ugly. 

" Thev say/' she added, '^ that it will be up again in a 
few years, but it is a scrubby-looking place now.'' 

This gave Florio something to think about, and he was 
so silent that Mary thought she must have made him dull 
with her talk, but he said it was because he must go 
away that he was dull. So he paid for his lunch and bade 
her keep the change, and bending across the counter he 
kissed her red lips ; she looked as pleased as at receiving 
the money ; probably she expected both. She might be 
useful to him again, so Florio thought he might as well 
be civil ! 

He walked to the gate of Oaklands, but was not 
admitted. The lodge-keeper said that no one was allowed 
in without an order from the agent; so he got the 
agent's address and went there. 

Mr. Danvers was at home. 

" I know the kind of man you are," thought Florio, as 
he was shown into his office ; " very little to be got out of 
you, I expect. A sleek-looking devil with a bland straight- 
ness of upper lip, meant for the retention of all secrets." 

'^ What can we do for you sir ? " he asked, motioning 




orio to a seat. 
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'' I am sketching in the neighbouring/' he said, with 
mnch deference of manner, " and believe there is a pretty 
bit of scenery at Oaklands/' 

'* Yes, sir, yes, there is. You are right/' 

''I wished to know if you would be kind enough to 
give me an order to see the place. I understand you 
have the complete management of everything/' 

'' Yes sir, yes, but we are not in the habit of giving 
orders. You see, the place is let, and if any damage is 
done, the tenants of course say that it is the fault of 
tourists and visitors, so we have been obliged to refuse 
them admittance/' 

" I am sorry/' said Florio, making a feint of rising. 
*' It is a great disappointment to me. I am sorry also to 
have occupied your valuable time. I know how few 
minutes a man in your position has to spare." 

He thought he might as well try a little flattery. It 
is an application more universally successful than any 
other I know of. 

"Ithink, Mr.— " 

''Vernon." 

''Mr. Vernon, I might make an exception in your 
fevour ; you do not look very destructive." 

" Thank you, Mr. Danvers, you are very kind. I think 
I may promise you not to injure Mr. St. George's pro- 
perty." 

Mr. Danvers began to write the order. 

"Mr. St. George's property is very extensive, is it 
not ? " asked Florio. 

" Mr. St. George, did you say ? It is not his property. 
I wonder the country bumpkins have not informed you 
more accurately. It is his niece's estate." 

Here he handed the order to Florio. 

3—2 
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''By the way, they told me some marvellous story 
about a Miss St. George having eloped with a gardener. 
Do you boast of such a romance in this part of the 
world ? '' 

Mr. Danvers laughed in pity at their ignorance. 

'' A country town must have some little gossip, sir ; 
the truth of the matter is, that the young lady in question 
is abroad with her uncle Mr. St. George, and will return 
when she is of age.*' 

'' Well, it is a pretty place. He will be a lucky man 
who picks her up. I must get to work before the 
sun sets,'' Florio added, "which is early at this 
time of year. Will this admit me for more than one 
day ? '* 

"Yes, sir, yes." 

'^ Thank you very much, Mr. Danvers. Good morning. 
How fresh the country air is after the dust of town." 
And with the politest of bows Florio departed. 

One thing he had discovered, Mr. St. George's agent 
told lies. And Mr. St. George himself was, as far as 
Florio could see, playing fast and loose; making as 
much money out of the property as he could before his 
reign was over; even cutting down timber to feather 
his nest. No wonder that he did not try to discover 
his niece's whereabouts ! It was much more convenient 
L for him that she should be out of the way. 

\- . What fools women were ! He could look after Ada's 

s 

• affairs and put things to rights if she would let him, but 

he was not sure of her, and it was dangerous to make 
lier suspicious. Make her understand business matters, 
and she might know too much. He must wait a while. 
And this ruffian St, George,? Here was a man living, 
rous and respected, who had ruined him ! Was it 
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not throagh him and Herbert that he was shuffling 
through life, unknown and friendless ? St. George's 
son was dead^ bat that was no punishment to him. He 
was too selfish to feel that pang much. He must suffer 
in some practical way. Let it be proved that he has 
been swindling^ and he will scarcely feel comfortable ; let 
him be forced to refund any money that he has em- 
bezzled out of the estate^ and that will give him a few 
twinges of pain. 

A grand scheme opened out before Morio. He would 
let Mr. St. George's villany run on for a while, till Ada 
had learnt to trust him — Florio — as her fiiend. Then 
by her authority he would inquire into her affairs. Mr. 
St. George should render an account of his trusteeship — 
justice should be done. 

Florio felt himself ennobled by these thoughts. He 
had never robbed an orphan — had never grasped at the 
reputation of an honest man, while his hand had been in 
his neighbour's pocket. So much for the justice of the 
world ! He was an outcast while St. George thrived. 
Florio passed through Oaklands' gate, with the order of 
the mighty Danvers, and the lodge-keeper curtseyed 
politely with the view of a shilling pleasantly before her^ 

The place was very still, and the blackbirds flew away 
with a frightened cry at the step on the dead leaves. 
Florio paid no heed to the sunset lights on the dull 
russet of the leafless trees. The quiet of nature did not 
whisper of pure days long ago and of youthful hopes, 
but it did not escape his notice that not a shilling had 
been expended on the place. 

Here, the ground lay fallow at the top of a hill. It 
"would probably have been expensive carting up that 
«teep incUne. There, a young plantation had been left 
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anthinned and the trees were growing into miserable 
poles. The walks too, whicli Colonel St. George had 
been ao proud of, were quite overgrown ; it would be 
hard to tracd them now. 

" He thinks," pondered Florio, " that Mias St. Geor^ is 
not likely to make a fdsB; that she will not show np her 
uncle ; that a few plausible excuses will aatisty, and that 
she will fnter into her inheritaiice with not too close an 
inquiry as to past expenditure. But he does not know 
whom he has to deal with." 

Florio looked round with indignation on the neglected 
lands. 

" I will be a friend to the girl. I feel that oar interests 
are the same." 

His drawing-case had been unopened, bat he had 
made a mental sketch, and with an artist's fancy had 
put two figures in the foregroand. 

When Florio got back to town ho wrote to Ada, telling 
her that Mr. St. George and his daughter were abroad. 
He had made inquiries, as he thought she would like 
to know. 

It wau musing over this letter in particular that Ada 
thought how kind Signer Florio was, and bow unjust she 
had been to him. She made a resolation to treat him 
quite as a triend in future. 




CHAPTER IV. 

"the true beginning of our end.'' 

London life was new to Ada. The habits of her child- 
hood and her nature-loving soul made her prefer the 
country, but her work clearly lay in the town, and she 
accepted the change gladly. She went thither with 
much hope and strong belief in herself and the pos- 
sibilities in life for her. 

They arrived in Park Lane late at night, and the 
next morning, while the bustle of unpacking was going 
on, Ada went to find Signer Florio. He lived in 
Piccadilly, lodged over a stationer's shop. Ada was 
very bewildered in the streets at first, and was tempted 
to rush into a cab, but she thought it better to accustom 
herself at once to walking alone, and so asked her way 
persistently, arriving at last. He was giving a lesson 
when she came in, and merely nodded to her. A fair 
girl with little voice and less ear was feebly attempting 
'' Dove sono,'' while her mother, a stiff British matron, 
sat by, rejoicing in her daughter's genius. 

The room was well fdrnished. No lack of comfort; 
arm-chairs, good fire, books, newspapers, and a grand 
piano of fine tone. The lesson was just ended, but there 
was time for Ada to observe that Florio looked haggard ; 
his eyes sleepless, his brow more lined. It was a hard, 
struggling life for him, and she thought remorsefully of 
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Sydney's debt. His pupil went away, Florio bowing her 
out with much politeness and complimenting her on her 
progress. 

'' That's what I have to endure/' he said, coming back 
and shutting the door. "Now I have half an hour to 
talk to you.'' 

He shook hands. 

" Take off your hat and come near the fire." 

She did so. 

" Have you quite made up your mind ? Is there to be 
no drawing back ? " 

" From being a professional ? No, I have quite decided 
to sing if I can." 

'^ What are youi arrangements with Lady Grey ? " 

" To stay on indefinitely. I am to have more time to 
myself, and less pay." 

" Especially the last. Why did you submit to it ? " 

'' I might not find a governess's place quickly in 
London, I might have too much to do, and so a great 
deal of time might have been wasted in uncertainty." 

" Well ; it can't be helped. . Lady Grey is a fearful 
old screw, and if you do not stand up for your rights 
you will find that she will take up all your time, which 
is very precious to you." 

"What plans ought I to make? I leave myself in 
your hands." 

" I have arranged everything. Garcioni will give you 
lessons here every second day, and besides that you will 
come every day and study with me. If I happen to be 
out, practise alone." 

" At what hour shall I come ? " 

" Every day at nine. If you cannot get your break- 
fiftst early enough at Park Lane, take it here." 
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'' Thank you. By the way, while I think of it, Miss 
Orey wants lessons twice a week/' 

'' All right. Grits to the mill.'^ 

^' What days can you come ? '' 

He pulled out his note-book. A very accurate pro- 
fessor was Signer Florio. 

'^ Mondays and Thursdays at half-past two. WiU that 
do?" 

"I think so/^ 

'' Have you worked up the principles of music, and 
<5an you read perfectly at sight ? ^' 

" Pretty weU.'^ 

^' Let us see.'^ 

Straightway he began an examination in the science 
of music. 

When it was ended, he said, 

'* I did not expect you to make it up so soon or so 
well. Most girls think it is such a bore.'' 

'' I found it interesting. I understand music so mugh 
better now. It is not merely an agreeable sensation 
to listen to music; but it is a mental pleasure, a delight, 
to see somewhat into the working of the minds of our 
musical giants.'' 

She looked enthusiastic as she spoke, and Morio 
watched her with satisfaction. 

'* That is the true musician's feeling," he said. '' Now 
you will learn to interpret their works rightly. 

'* It is not by any means a despicable office, is it, that 
of being voice to a great mind, making his immortal 
thoughts known to the multitude ? " he added. 

" No ; but it is not quite the life I would have chosen. 
One leaves nothing definite to survive one. One stands 
as it were between two forces. A mere link between 
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those who produce and those who receive. Do you 
understand ? Somewhat a translator's post in the literary 
world/' 

'^Yes, yes; but the perfection of your art leads 
others in your steps to higher things. You leave your 
inspiration ; that will be immortal." 

How well he spoke ! How could she nurture a dislike 
to him ? How much more in earnest his life, how much 
finer his mind than that of the men who lounged about 
Lady Grey's drawing-room. 

Florio stood by the fire, his elbow on the chimney- 
piece, looking down into Ada's eyes, and reading some- 
what of her thoughts. A girl who had led a secluded 
life, who had pored over books which had fired her 
imagination. She was talented and enthusiastic, easily 
led, and worth leading. 

Not so easily led as you imagine, signor, and with 
very definite ideas of her own about some things. Never- 
theless, you are strangely wound into her life ; are not 
by any means of a shuttlecock nature ; have ever influ- 
enced and not been influenced. We shall see what 
comes of it. 

" Now you must sing," Florio said, going to the piano. 
'^ Try that ' Dove Sono,' which Miss Blunt was mur- 
dering." 

'^ Stand away from the piano,*' he added as she rose, 
'^ you know it by heart." 

As he played the preliminary notes, he said, 

'^ I thought Garcioni might have been here to-day. I 
hear some one, perhaps it is he." 

A knock came at the door. It was Garcioni, and Ada 
was introduced. 

^' Miss Knight will sing this at once," said Florio. '' I 
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have not much time^ and I want you to hear her 



voice." 



Ada was nervous^ but she was determined to do well. 
The song was familiar to her, every note of it ; so she 
conld not make a mistake. There was no check to her 
voice. Carried away by her excitement she even slightly 
acted it, making pretty gestures with her hands. 

Signer Garcioni was enraptured. Even allowing for 
his southern, complimentary nature, Ada saw that he 
was surprised and delighted. 

He muttered something to Florio, who nodded. 

'* C^est une chose serieuse ? '' he asked her. 

" Yes. I want to be a singer, a prima donna,'' she 
answered with flushed cheek. 

" I promise you success,'' he said. " You have only 
to study. You do Signor Florio much credit ? " - 

Thereupon followed much complimenting all round. 
" Au contraire," " Mais oui," and all that sort of thing, 
which was gratifying to all concerned. The solid satis- 
faction gained from this interview was that Garcioni 
confirmed the opinion of Florio as to Ada's voice and 
talent ; even holding out the hope that she might appear 
at the end of the season. The manager of the opera- 
house might give her a trial, and if successful, a pro- 
vincial engagement would probably follow. 

It seemed now to Ada that there was real work before 
her. The knowledge braced her and made her feel full 
of vigour. So much so that she laughed when Garcioni 
told her that she did not look strong, and that for the 
life of a singer, great strength was required. He 
recommended her much English '^ stoot," as he called 
it, and promising to give her the first lesson the next 
day, he departed. 
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'' You see I was right,^' said Florio, making her resume 
her seat by the fire. ^' It would have been madness to 
throw away such a talent/' 

'' It is all owing to you/' answered Ada, bubbling 
over with a thousand diflFerent feelings, and thinking 
she must thank him. ^'I would have shrunk in a 
■cowardly way from doing any thing if you had not 
lorged me to it/' 

'^ I cannot flatter myself [with a shrug of the 
shoulders] that it is my doing. However, I want to see 
you successful. It will be something better than your 
mouldering at Oaklands. I feel your friend at any rate, 
though you will not admit it." 

'^ I do admit it," she said hastily, " you have always 
been quite my friend. I was stupid at Kingscourt." 

Yet as she said this, she did not feel comfortable ; her 
words seemed to say more than she meant. 

" You do not know," he said, " what it is to me to 
have any interest in life." 

She looked up at him. Real life, — ^life of struggling 
thought and action was full of interest to her, and she 
fancied that she read all that in Florio's face. 

'' Out off as I am," he continued, ^' from all ties by 
fate, or rather by blind injustice and cruelty ; it is new 
to me to look into my life and interest myself in it. 
All around me are puppets^ they claim nothing further 
than a laugh or a sneer." 

'* I think life is attractive, though one is much alone. 
I attach myself to people, to things. I am taken up 
perpetually by a fre^h current of thoughts, of interests- 
Always something leading me on. If it were not for that* 
•existence would be hard to bear. You must have great 
•courage to work as you do, lacking all interest in life.'' 
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He laughed harshly. 

''There are material pleasures in life — warmth, food,, 
comfort. Don't tell me that it is not pleasanter to lie 
down to-night in a warm bed, contemplating a snug 
breakfast to-morrow morning, rather than to reflect on 
haying a couch in six feet of earth and serving as break- 
fast to others. I am not so disinterested.^' 

His conversation grated on her. His strong nature 
was somewhat coarse. 

*' You look disgusted,'' he said, " but to speak 
practically there are other things good to live for. 
Conscious power in oneself — working out certain plans — 
looking forward to justice done, to wrongs that have long 
slept being righted." 

He spoke bitterly, with a hard force in his voice. 
This conversation had fascination for Ada. She was 
young, and inexperienced in act, though deep looks into 
realities had led her far. Here was a life, very difierent 
firom hers, a man's life with a strange history probably, 
past and future, unfolding itself to her; reckoning on 
her sympathy; speaking to her as to one of equal 
experience. No one can fail to understand the attrac- 
tion of this for a young woman, thoughtful, speculative 
by nature, with keen intelligence and much human 
fire. 

She sat looking down silently; trying to analyse her 
views of Florio ; trying to separate the repulsive part of 
his character from the attractive, and to make quite sure 
of the best and worst of him. A bewildering task. 

His thoughts were rushing onward to the future, but 
they were vague. He groped in the dark, seeing no 
way as yet to escape from the sepulchre in which he was 
buried, and gnashing his teeth as he felt the walls all 
round and found no exit. 
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He had seen his brother Herbert Kingsley yesterday, 
seen him standing in his place, wearing his shoes, so to 
speak, which seemed to fit easily ; well dressed, at ease, 
surrounded with friends. Looking at him, Geoffrey 
looked at all his own past life, and there was not one whit 
less hatred in his heart after all these years than when 
he had stood in the dock and heard Herbert give his 
damning evidence. Why should there be ? Those 
words of his brother's had been lying in Geoffrey^s 
heart with cumulative interest. He should be repaid, 
but the way was not yet clear. 

I must go," Ada said rising, and putting oil her hat. 

I am taking up your time, and Lady Grey will expect 
me.^ 

My conversation is too dull for you ? '^ 
No. Why should you think so ? ^' 
You are very young, I must be only a dreary puzzle 
to your fresh mind.'' 

He wanted her spoken opinion of him, wrung from 
her from time to time, though not neglectful of 
learning, by patient observation, her unspoken judgment. 

^^We feel very similarly about many things, but of 
course you know a great deal more than I do; life 
has taught you more, and talking from your own 
experience, you must be a little unintelligible to me 
sometimes.'^ 

" On the subject of work, we agree. I wonder will 
you stick to it ? So few women have any mental glue 
about them.'' 

Feeling very sure of herself, she thought it un- 
necessary to affirm emd assert. She only smiled and 
«aid, 

" We shall see." 



it 
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^^ A demain^^ said Florio as he shook hands. 
Ada hurried home through the crowd of people, 
looking about her, interested by the novelty of such a 
throngof faces. She was thinking much of Kingsley during 
her walk. A carriage had passed her with the windows 
np^ and in the shadow she had seemed to recognise 
his eyes. She had not distinguished any features^ the 
carriage had passed too swiftly, but she had fancied 
that his eyes had looked out at her. She had at 
once banished the notion. It could not have been he, 
but he seemed more present with her afterwards. 
The years that had gone by shrank to nothing ; the life 
at Homburg became a thing of yesterday. 

They were in truth within the same city, but how little 
likely to meet ! 

As Ada came in she was met by Lily. 
'^ Mamma is so cross,'' she said, " because you were 
away." 

Ada smiled and walked straight to Lady Grey's room. 
'' You wanted me ? " she said quietly as she entered. 
*' I had to go out on business." 

'' Oh ! it does not signify," Lady Grey answered 
angrily, *' but it was a curious time to absent yourself, 
when every one is so busy." 

Lady Grey could never manage to be dignified though 
she was perpetually striving to be so. 
" Can I be of use now ? " 

^' I don't know. Perhaps you could look after Jenkins 
and see that she unpacks my trunks and Lily's while we 
go out. Lily's court-dress has to be chosen, and there 
is not ^nuch time." 

Li a petty fume and flurry was my Lady Grey at the 
dawning importance of a season in town. She had been 
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presented at court after her marriage, and then had 
relapsed into country life, where she had never ceased ta 
regret her seclusion. Now at the re-awakening of her 
old vanities, she was agitated, and her agitation 
betrayed itself by constant snappish outbursts to the 
people around her. 

" m help, if Jenkins will allow me,'' Ada said, tuming^ 
to the maid, who had her nose considerably elevated at 
the suggestion of a governess overlooking her ! 

She was much mollified by these words, for Ada was 
peculiarly gentle towards servants, and had quite a ten- 
derness for their little ignorant susceptibilities. Their 
position was hard enough for them, poor creatures, she 
thought. So she made herself useful, shaking out and 
hanging up dresses dreamily, and at the end she discovered 
that Jenkins had been more truly superintending her ! 

At lunch, with the all-important subject of dress in her 
mind. Lady Grey found it impossible to treat Ada with 
silent indifference. She could not resist launching forth 
on the respective merits of white silk and satin, and in- 
cluding Ada in the conversation. Two or three sugges- 
tions of hers as to trimmings were so good that Lady 
Grey quite warmed in her manner. 

How is it possible for any woman to receive coldly 
some clever hints about her dress ? Jeukins, too, had 
told her mistress how useful Miss Knight had been, how 
she had dusted out the wardrobes herself, and Lady 
Grey had a vision of an enlarged sphere of labour for 
Ada. 

As to Ada, she did not quite see what her kindness 
was leading her into, and was forgetful of Signor Florio's 
warning. 

'* All this gaiety must not make you quite idle, Lily," 
her mother presently. 
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" That reminds me/' said Ada, " that I saw Signer 
Morio this morning, and arranged with him that he 
should give Lily lessons every Monday and Thursday at 
two o'clock. Will those days suit ? '' 

" Yes, I should think so ; but you have been rather 
quick in making plans/' 

'' He is easily postponed. I thought you had autho- 
rised me to make arrangements at once." 

'* Yes, yes ; he can come. I hope he does not think 
that having stayed in my house once, entitles him to be 
treated as anything but a singing-master." 

*' Mamma," said Lily in a pained tone, " how can 
you ! " 

Sir Trevor stopped carving and looked at his wife. 

" My dear," he said hastily, " Signer Florio is a gentle- 
man ; and, what is more, is not such a fool as to care how 
any one treats him." 

Ada bit her lip, thought how odious Lady Grey was, 
and how much she would like to tell her so. 

'' I am going to study music at Signer Florio's house, 
and will be absent every day from nine till twelve if you 
do not want me at those hours." 

After she had said this, Ada felt it was rather audacious 
of her ; and Lady Grey looked at her in wonderment. 

'' It is just the time that Lily ought to study," she said 
after a moment's silence. 

Sir Trevor, ignorant of his wife's new arrangement with 
Miss Knight, was just a little surprised, but, of course, it 
was not his affair. 

" I shall try and change the hours if you wish, but I 
thought once your gaieties began that Lily would not be 
very active-minded in the morning, and that we had 
better not begin to work till twelve." 

VOL. III. 4 
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Sir Trevor laughed. 

'' I think you are right. Miss Knight/' he said. 

*'Lily might be inclined to study some mornings, though 
not all. It is a most awkward hour you have chosen to be 
absent/' said Lady Grey. 

^'Tou promised^ I think. Lady Grey, that I should 
have more time to myself in town. I will arrange any 
hours that you can spare me best, but I should like those 
hours quite fixed and nothing to interfere with them.'' 

Ada found herself obliged to remind Lady Grey thus 
of their agreement. She would not willingly have done 
so, but there are some natures without any sense of honour 
or justice, and with them you must take a lower method 
of working. It was effectual. Lady Grey, looking into 
her own mind, judged it possible that Ada might allude 
to the reduction of her salary. What she growled at, as 
long as she thought power was in her own hands, she 
yielded to, from fear. A poor nature, evidently, but a 
very common one. 

" Ah ! yes/' she said with a slight smile, mentally 
adding another figure to her score of grudges against 
Ada, " it is but fair that you should have a little more 
leisure after all your attention to Lily. We must not be 
ungrateful." 

Ada coloured with anger and mortification, but could 
say nothing. 

The subject dropped, leaving Lady Grey in a position 
of great magnanimity, and Ada in the rather mean one 
of having extracted an equivalent for a simple service 
rendered. Fortunately Lily, though a little puzzled, was 
one who from a combination of kind-heartedness, inno- 
cence, and, perhaps, rather blunt faculties, *' thinketh no 
evil." 



CHAPTER V. 



^^GOOD POETUNB PAVOUES/' 



Bevobb a fortnight had passed^ Lily was in a whirl of 
amusements^ — balls^ soirees^ theatres; and Ada was in 
the ftdl swing of earnest work. Very different lives they 
led, the two girls, but they were fond of one another, 
and on a kind of outside neutral ground of sociability 
and playfulness they met and were quite true friends. 
To Lily, Ada was always an unspoken romance ; a little 
above — she knew not why — the associates of her daily 
life. To Ada, Lily was sweet and lovable, a thing to 
cling to, as one does to a child, though its sympathies are 
ignorant and unconscious. 

Day after day Ada felt her own power more. There 
were moments when her art gave her thrills of delight ; 
individual interests seemed to sink into insignificance. 
She seemed an instrument for the faithful expression 
of the true and beautiful; a breath of that immortal 
perfection which underlies all human life, and comes 
to light rarely, and she would be faithful to her task. 
Her own personal hopes and loves seemed poor in com- 
parison to this enthusiasm. 

Not always came such exaltation. Days of sadness, 
of doubt of herself, of discouragement came also, but 
«he worked on, not only in fchose morning hours as 
Plorio's house, but every minute that she could snatch 

4—2 
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firom the demands of Lady Grey and Lily. All tlie 
progress of music from its earliest beginnings she 
looked into ; watching its growth ; following the minds 
of great musicians; trying to understand and master 
not only vocal interpretation, but the principles, the 
thought^ the life that lay in the musical literature of 
centuries. 

Genius — ^which means transcendent capacity of taking 
trouble, first of all, as saith Carlyle — triumphed. Florio 
rejoiced in Ada's progress, always encouraging her, 
working her up to the mark judiciously; better than, 
perhaps, any one with a more loving interest in her 
would have done. 

Ada not only had Signer Garcioni and Florio as 
teachers, but a master under whom she studied acting 
and all that stage routine which had to be acquired. 
These lessons were not regular, had to be taken whenever 
she could find time, but Ada profited by them, dropping 
much of the staginess that her master would have forced 
upon her, and keeping a certain professional stock to 
work on. This master was to be paid in this way : 
if she were successful, at her first engagement, if not, 
when she came into her property. Her talent had — 
as you may imagine— pretty well declared itself when 
these terms were agreed upon. 

Florio had strongly urged Ada not to sing before 
people ; not to be induced to do a little drawing-room 
entertainment for Lady Grey's guests. She took his 
advice willingly, and except when singing with Lily on 
the days of her lesson, no one heard her but her masters. 
Numerous were the interruptions and petty teasing occu- 
pations Ada had in those days. Lady Grey, having 
discovered her taste and handiness about dress, made 
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use of her. There was many a coiffure to be made^ a 
ball toilette to be retouched^ and Ada^s fingers were 
employed. She was always ready to do it. She was 
anxious to stand well with Lady Grey, who had it in her 
power to dispense with her services, an awkward con- 
tingency for Ada just then. She hated it, not the 
trouble, but the apparent readiness to oblige Lady Grey 
when a personal motive lay at the bottom of it. This 
slight hypocrisy — infinitesimally small as the world goes 
— jarred against her. 

For Lily, Ada did everything heartily. She always 
put the flowers in her hair for a ball, helped to adorn 
her, helped to win her father to grant some little grati- 
fication on which she had set her heart. She got her 
to study a little, which study was rather broken by Lily's 
chatter. Lily took her gaieties in a pretty, childish way ; 
would come in from a ball, perch herself on Ada's bed 
and tell her all about it. About the men she had danced 
with, and flirted with, and all the compliments they had 
paid her; enlivening it all with a little mimicry — ^not 
hurtful — of the people she saw and spoke to. 

Ada was rather fearful lest she should fall in love with 
some one and be married in a hurry, and so there should 
be an end of their life together, which, for many reasons, 
she was not yet prepared for. But Lily told everything 
that was said so frankly, and seemed to find all the men 
she met more or less agreeable and ''nice,'' as she 
called it, that there seemed as yet no danger of any 
serious affection, and for a mariage de convenance, which 
Lady Grey would gladly have schemed for her, she was 
too young. 

So the weeks went by; alltheirUves ripening to some end. 

Florio had seen his brother again; had set himself 
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diligently to discover all he could about him. Every one 
with determination and shrewdness can become a skilled 
detective. Plorio had found out that Kingsley had been 
travelling for years, had only just come back, was likely 
to live at home now, and was talking of standing for his 
county at the next election. Florio had dodged about 
his club, and passed him in the street several times. He 
wanted to see if Engsley would recognise him, very 
confident he would not. The result was as he had anti- 
cipated. Kingsley showed no sign of knowing him, but 
as he seemed absorbed in thought as Florio passed, it 
was scarcely a suflScient test. Florio wanted to meet 
him face to face, and feel confident of bis position, 
sure of his ground before he made further plans. This 
did not seem easy to bring about, but there was always 
a possibility in everything Florio had determined to 
achieve. His musical connection would, perhaps, help 
him. Florio was less sociable now ; not so often seen 
at bachelors carousals, where there was high play, or 
at '^ petits soupers.'* He wanted more time for thought 
probably. Was it the presence of the usurper of his 
rights and position, which made it not quite so easy to 
sink the identity of Geoffrey Kingsley in that of Signer 
Florio, the singing-master. 

With Ada, Florio appeared in his best light just now. 
Their talk was mostly of her art, her progress, her 
prospects. Her daily appearance was a signal to him 
to shake himself as free as he could of the vengeful 
purposes of his life, and give himself up to schemes of 
ambition. Through Ada only could he gratify this 
passion. Somehow her advancement seemed his; their 
lives were to him finally associated. The thought that 
through him only could she achieve great things was 
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a thought always gratifying to his desire for power; 
a thought whJch^ in his strange life^ was quite unmixed 
pleasure. At any time there might come into this girVs 
life some antagonistic influence. She might love, and 
in her lover forget her art, and triumph for him, forgetting 
the hand that had guided her, as is the manner of 
women. But this was not probable at present. Florio 
knew her life and how completely she was cut ofi* from 
society. Besides, he had studied her very carefully, and 
rather thought that there was in her heart a lingering 
remembrance of Sydney which made her indifferent to 
men. So as regards Ada and their united interests 
Florio was at peace. 

To Ada's absence every morning, Lady Grey had 
become reconciled; even countenancing her having 
breakfast at eight in the study, and this, from divers 
reasons; principally from a cowardly remembrance of 
her mean compact, which she did not wish brought to 
light, and also as a proof of a kindness in her nature in the 
existence of which it was pleasing to believe. Truly she 
found Miss Knight useful in many things. She could 
order dinner for her, give out things to the servants, go 
out and do little commissions; Lily, of course, must 
not cross a square without a footman after her, but a 
governess is diflFerent, even though she be young and 
beautiful. 

Sometimes Sir Trevor would come into the study at 
eight o'clock and ask Ada for a cup of cofiee. A pro- 
ceeding with which he did not think it necessary to 
acquaint his wife. He had not given up his country 
habits of early rising, and used to feel hungry before his 
wife's fashionable breakfast hour. 

On these occasions Sir Trevor would stay and chat 
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witli Miss Knight for ten minutes or a quarter of an hour, 
generally about Lily, and in his talk there would often 
be some courteous sentence to Ada concerning her in- 
fluence over his child. He had never spoken much to 
Miss Knight, but his keen old eyes saw clearly enough 
that there was some worth in her. 

*^ I would not have chosen fashionable life for Lily if I 
could choose,'' he said one morning, standing up with his 
cup of coffee in his hand, while Ada ate her breakfast. 
*' I have seen so much of it, and think the quiet country 
life the best after all.'' 

A natural conclusion for an old gentleman, forgetful of 
the excitement that youth craves. 

'^ Lily is not spoilt by her gaieties," Ada said, *' she 
will go back to Kingscourt, and enjoy her garden, her 
riding, and all her simple pleasures. Is it not just as 
well for her to have a little amusement here ? It is so 
natural for seventeen to like music and dancing and play- 
ful nonsense." 

She was thinking of herself at that age. 

" And yet, Miss Knight, you do not seem to care for 
society ; you, who, if you will permit me to say it," here 
h3 made a little bow, *' are particularly fitted to shine in 
the world." 

Ada smiled. She felt inclined to tell Sir Trevor of her 
olans, even at the risk of his disapproving of her as a 
companion for his daughter ; it seemed more honest. 
He reminded her of her father, a man quite of his school ; 
it seemed pleasant to her to tell him. 

'^ 1 am older than Lily," she said, " very much alone, 
and 1 want constant occupation to make me happy.*' 

'' You get it here, I fancy. What between all my wife's 
little wants, Lily's studies, and your own occupations." 
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He liad led up to the subject. It seemed quite easy to 
say now^ '^ I want to be a professional singer^ that 
is the reason I work so hard in my leisure hours/' 

He took two or three mouthfuls of coffee before he 
spoke^ 

" I wish you success^ but it will be hard work and a 
precarious living/' 

^' You do not/' he added^ " mean to go on the stage ? 
Only to sing at concerts and that sort of things of 
course." 

'^ Yes, I mean to be an actress, an opera-singer — ^if I 
can." 

Seeing that he did not say anything further, she went 
on rather quickly and nervously, 

" I thought it better to tell you ; perhaps you will not 
like me to be with Lily, though my life as an actress is 
only in prospective." 

She felt a little regretful at having told him, and yet 
defiant and inclined to brave it out. 

'^ My dear young lady, I hope you do not think 1 am so 
foolish. If you are unfit to be my child's companion now, 
you have been unfit all along. It merely surprised me." 

" You think my choice so wrong ? " 

" I should be very sorry to see a daughter of mine on 
the stage." 

It was depressing to hear this unqualified disapproval, 
though it by no means shook her resolution. 

" I should not like any one to know about it, but I can- 
not ask you to keep my secret." 

*^ Why not ? It is no duty of mine to betray your 
intention. Have you consulted your friends ? *' he asked 
presently, not seeming quite willing to conclude the con- 
versation. 
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*^ No. When I feel sure of anything myself it seems 
nseless/' 

Sir Trevor shook his head. 

'^Tou are very young and inexperienced/' he said. 
'^ With my knowledge of the world, I regret any one whom 
I respect choosing such a life.'' 

How could she expect Sir Trevor, with all his preju- 
dices of conservatism, to sympathise with her, and yet 
she felt disappointed. Consult her Mends ? If she 
wished to do so, whom had she to consult ? There was 
only Florio after all who could understand her a little and 
sympathise. 

As in some game of chance, the missing stroke of one 
player adds to the score of another, so Sir Trevor's lack 
of sympathy made Florio doubly necessary to Ada. 

'^ Apropos of friends," said Sir Trevor after a moment's 
silence. ^'Westbury comes back to England next 
week." 

'^ I did not know that he had gone away." 

^' I thought you corresponded ? What a nice fellow he 
is ! " 

Perhaps Sir Trevor thought it well to remind Ada of 
his existence, at this juncture. 

'^ He is a sort of fairy godmother to me," she said, 
smiling. ^' I never see much of him, in fact nearly forget 
that there is such a being at times, and yet, when I want 
anything done, I am sure I have only to ask him." 

'^ Is it quite fair to forget him ? " 

*' I don't know. I do not think he minds. He is very 
kind and good, and I like to see him, but his life is in his 
books." 

'^ I shall ask him to dine when he comes back. Do you 
he will come ? " 
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'* With his sister^ perhaps/' 

Sir Trevor laaghed. 

*' Of course^ when I say Westbury, I mean both. But 
I am delaying you now, you want to go f 

" Yes, it is my time/' 

** Tour little secret is quite safe in my keeping. I wish 
you success and a steady head in your undertaking, 
though an old man's prejudices are not easily overcome/' 

Ada thanked him and went a little less buoyantly to 
her morning's lesson ; but there was fresh energy to be 
found there. It had grown into a daily tonic this earnest 
work of hers, though physically it seemed to have a 
wasting effect upon her ; she was thinner and paler. 

It was frequently discussed between Florio and Gar- 
cioni whether Miss Knight's voice was sufficiently culti- 
vated to be heard by the mighty manager. They were 
talking about it when she came in that morning. 

'^ I think," said Garcioni, " he may safely hear her. I 
know him intimately, and can ask him to a little supper 
after the Opera if Miss Knight will honour me." 

^* Can you get away from Park Lane ? " asked Florio. 

" Perhaps next week ; Miss Grey is going away for a 
few days, and I shall have more time." 

" Then it shall be next week." 

'' I suppose if I ask leave to go out, Lady Gray can 
scarcely refuse it." 

" Say you are going to see a sick relation," suggested 
Florio. 

" II faut vous faire belle," said Garcioni, " though truly 
mademoiselle requires no effort to do that." 

" Yes," said Florio, " Guild will observe you carefully, 
and calculate your exact value, and consider whether you 
will go down with the public. 
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^' He is not a bad fellow though/' 

Garcioni went to the piano as he spoke^ and the lesson 
began. 

Florio often sang with Ada. He had no voice, or 
very little, but being a good musician, got through 
his part cleverly, with a good deal of dumb show on 
the high notes, and was very useful in duets. 

It was decided before Ada left that day, that next 
week she should try to come to Signer Grarcioni's to 
meet Mr. Guild. She trembled for the result, and 
tried not to think of it. She practised more diligently, 
and was unconsciously a little more absent in her man- 
ner, which was not satisfactory to Lily, who always ex- 
pected her to take a lively interest in the most trivial 
events of her life. 

Occurrences fitted in pleasantly for Ada next week. 
Lily went to stay with Lady Falkington for a few days. 
In this manner Lady Falkington outwitted her sister-in- 
law, and had Lily all to herself. 

Lady Grey was very indignant, but could not say 
anything as Lily was anxious to go. Not a very distant 
visit. Lady Falkington living in Grosvenor Square ; so 
objections there could be none. Almost immediately 
after Lily's departure Lady Grey was summoned to see a 
sick aunt. With this exception Lady Grey's relations 
were seldom heard of, but this aunt being rich and 
Lily's godmother, her niece tolerated her a little, and 
from time to time invited her to Kingscourt. 

So it came to pass that Sir Trevor was the only one 
whose permission Ada had to ask about going to Signer 
Garcioni's. She told him that she was to be put on 
trial, and that it was very important that she should go. 
He acquiesced at once, giving her the latch key, and 
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hoping she would have quite a suceessful evening. His 
wife would probably have thought him a very foolish and 
confiding old gentleman. 

For her age^ Ada had great command of herself^ great 
quietude of manner, however agitated, far more than her 
early youth gave promise of. Life had taught her this 
surface stillness, but she was strongly excitable and 
emotional. At Signer Garcioni's that evening, her self- 
control showed itself. Truly, she was nervous, exceed- 
ingly, but the mighty manager at first thought her 
rather apathetic. At first only, for by-and-by he was 
shrewd enough to see through her manner, and to 
recognise that self-reliance which is an essential for an 
actress. 

At supper Ada sat between Garcioni and the manager, 
the latter a quiet-looking man of middle age. 

There was no allusion made as to her intentions. Ada 
made an efibrt to be pleasant, and found it not difficult, 
her excitement finding a little outlet in repartee, in 
quick clever fencing in conversation, which was 
thoroughly appreciated by her companions. 

'* I promised that you would sing for my friend Mr. 
Gxiild/^ said Garcioni after supper. "I am proud of 
my pupil.'' 

Ada sang well. The manager listened critically, 
though vrith apparent carelessness. He asked for song 
after song, choosing them here and there himself, the 
most trying he could think of. 

As Ada went on, her nervousness vanished. 

She was too frail, he thought, that was the one thing 

against her. Her voice was wonderful, such power, 

sweetness, and fiexibility; it seemed strange that it 

should come from such a delicate frame. She certainly 
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was a treasure^ but he had not found her himself; these 
two men would lay claim to the discovery, and run up 
her value. It must be thought about ; they would ex- 
pect their profit. 

Ada^s genius was undeniable, but a thing evidently to 
be haggled over, as most things are — ^whatever their 
nature — ^in this wretched money-grubbing world. Mr. 
Guild was congratulatory, but with much English cold- 
ness. 

'^ Do you think of making singing your profession ? '' 
he asked, turning over the leaves of ' Don Giovanni ' and 
looking up now and then scrutinizingly. 

'^ Yes, I want to be an actress ; I have studied for 
that.'* It seemed simpler to say so at once. 

^' Ton look too delicate. It is a trying life." 

" I am never ill.'' 

Ada's hopes began to sink. Mr. Guild's manner was 
not encouraging. Florio and Garcioni were apparently 
not listening to the conversation, but not a word escaped 
them. 

" You have a wonderful Italian pronunciation for an 
English person." 

^' My mother was an Italian." 

'' An artiste ? " 

'' No." 

" You have never spoken to any director or 
manager ? " 

'' No." 

She was getting impatient, and answered as briefly 
as she could. Florio thought her manner unconciliatory, 
and was annoyed, but could not tell her so. 

"You have, of course, much to learn yet. Eome was 
not built in a day," Guild said cheerily ; " but I suppose 
jrou are impatient to come before the public ? 
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That was not it^ but she let it pass^ and nodded an 
affirmatiye. 

'* Well,'' he said, rubbing his hands, " I dare say at 
the end of the season I can do something for yoa. Of 
course I cannot promise you an engagement/' 

•' I do not expect that at once." 

"But," he added, with a quick glance from her to 
Garcioni and Florio, " if I try to manage this, I shall 
consider you bound to me to a certain extent. You 
must not attempt any previous debut, ^^ 

" I am willing to agree to that." 

" That is but just," chorused Florio and Ga-rcioni. 

^* I must hear you from time to time. I should like 
you specially to study the part of Marguerite in 
' Faust ' ; La Comtesse in ' Figaro,' and Donna Anna 
in ' Don Giovanni.' " 

So the great man's verdict had been given ! Coldly, 
perhaps, but Florio and Garcioni, well versed in his 
ways, knew he was pleased and anxious to secure and 
cage her safely, away from the clutches of other manag- 
ing animals. 

After Mr. Guild's departure, they all gathered round 
Ada — Florio, Garcioni, and his wife, an insignificant 
voluble French personage — and crowed over her, shook 
her hand, drank numerous glasses of champagne to her 
health and success, and finally let her go; feeling a 
little dazed and bewildered now that what she had 
worked for and thought of much, had come to pass; 
now that she was accepted, and her life as an actress 
practically begun. 

^ If a desire is strong, the wildest possibilities arise in 
one's mind for the gratification of that desire. It was 
not very wild after all to suppose that on the boards of 
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one of London's greatest theatres, a singer who had 
acquired fame might be seen, heard, and recognised 
after years of separation. Not altogether impossible 
was Ada's dream, which mingled unconsciously with her 
artistic hopes and ambitions. 



CHAPTER VI. 

''a pleasant ill is this disease of lovb/^ 

It was the beginning of June now, and hotter than 
usual this year. Lady Grey had come back from seeing 
her sick aunt, who had obstinately recovered in spite of 
the attentions and intentions of her relations. 

Lily was expected back this day from Lady Falking- 
ton's. Her visit there had been prolonged beyond a 
week. Ada missed her much, and was gladly looking 
forward to her return. There had been frequent visits 
on Lily^s part during the week, generally hurried ones. 
Another dress was required for some ball or soirie, and 
the time at Park Lane was spent in hunting for what 
was wanted and packing it up. Or Ada's help was 
needed in some shopping, and she was carried oflF for 
an hour or so. Ada, during those expeditions, thought 
Lily's manner rather strange. She was silent, for her, 
or else talked in a rapid, restless way. Ada wondered 
why this was, but formed no conclusion about it, as 
Lily being always in a fuss when they met, she could not 
well judge of her. 

During this week, the house had been very quiet. Sir 
Trevor breakfasted with Ada, and after that she saw him 
no more. He dined at his sister's every night, and his 
visits there must have had something depressing in them, 
for he spoke very little to Ada, and looked, she fancied, 
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gloomy. Altogether there was something ghostly and 
sad about the house, and Ada met Lily very joyously 
on her return. She put flowers in Lily's room, ar- 
ranged them prettily, and made the room look gay, and the 
little act said much, and now she is in the hall and has 
received the first kiss. She felt gladder even than she 
thought of being. Lily did not linger long with her 
mamma, did not seem to enjoy the tete-a-tete overmuch, 
and came up to her room, with lips a little drooped, a 
childish pout upon them. 

" I am waiting for you,'' said Ada. '^ I have not seen 
you for so long.'' 

Her face brightened up at once. 

" That's right. Have they brought the trunks up ? 
Yes. Then let us shut the door, and be all to our- 
selves." 

Lily put her little nose into the flowers, and said Ada 
was a duck to think of them, and then they sat side by 
side on the sofa, and Ada asked why she looked so 
cross. 

^^ Oh ! it's mamma of course. Why can't she look 
honestly glad to see one, as you do ? " 

Ada could only reply that she was sure she was glad, 
it was only her way; a smoothing reply which Ada 
had been giving for a long time, and which Lily knew 
would come, and never listened to. 

'^ Has papa been looking crosp ? " 

'^ No, not cross exactly, but grumpy." 

" I thought so." 

Lily took Ada's hand, and looked down at it myste- 
riously, stroking it at the same time. 

" You have something to tell me ? " Ada said 
quickly. 
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" Yes. How did you gness T Don't think me quite 
mad — I am engaged/' 

Slie looked up shyly to see how Ada would receive 
the news. Ada laughed outright. 

" You funny child ! Since when ? " 

" Since two days ago.'* 

She felt slightly ashamed of the rapidity of the trans- 
action. 

" But when did it begin ? " 

" Since I went away." 

Ada laughed again^ it seemed so funny. 

"But how did it all happen so quickly? What a 
hurry you were in, Lily ! Let me see — three days' court- 
ship, and two days' engagement. Are you to be married 
to-morrow ? " 

'' Don't laugh at me. I am quite in earnest. It 
happened simply enough, but I won't tell you ; you are 
laughing." 

She ended by looking a little oflfended. 

" I will not laugh any more, but I do not quite believe 
it yet and cannot be serious all in a moment." 

This did not seem to satisfy Lily. It was not at all 
the way she had expected her announcement to be re- 
ceived. She had thought Miss Knight would look upon 
it as rather a wonderful story and be solemnly surprised. 
So Lily said nothing more for a minute, her face express- 
ing her feelings. 

" Won't you tell me, dear ? " said Ada. '^ I really 
want to know very much." 

'' Do you ? " she said brightening up. " I thought you 
did not care." 

" Well," she continued, drawing a little closer to Ada 
and speaking low. " He was staying at aunt's when I 
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went there^ has been there all the time^ and he liked me 
at once. He is not a bit like the other men I have met ; 
perhaps you^ll think him old looking and grave, but he 
is quite nice/' 

" But you have known him such a little while ! What 
a rapid tumble head over heels in love ! '' 

Ada still smiled a little. 

'^ We have seen a great deal of each other. Fancy 
every day, all day long together ! I am sure we know 
one another quite well.'' 

'^ But you have not told me half how it happened." 

'^ The evening I left this, he was at dinner. He took 
me in, and I thought he had a nice, kind face, that was 
all. I thought he did not look amusing, and that I 
should be duU." 

So — thought Ada — when I was singing at Garoioni's, 
Lily was falling in love. 

Lily went on, 

" By-and-by when he talked, I got quite interested in 
what he said. He asked me all about my life at Kings- 
court, what I did there, the things I liked and the people 
I cared for. He told me funny stories, and we laughed 
together. Afterwards I sang for him, and he told me I 
had a sweet sympathetic voice, and somehow his praise 
sounded much nicer than people clapping their hands 
and making a fuss." 

'^ After that ? " 

Ada really looked interested. 

*' Next day we made a party to Richmond, and went 
on the river. We afterwards got out of the boat and 
walked through the fields and picked moon daisies. We 
got separated from the rest and so chatted a great deal. 
I talked about home and you; he quite wants to see 
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yon. I don't know why I talked so mnch, or wtat I told 
liim^ bnt he seemed to discover that mamma was a 
bother^ and he was amnsed^ thongh I am snre I did not 
tell him she was I The next day we were all the morn- 
ing in the library together, and he proposed and I said 
yes. He seemed very happy, and I felt quite contented, 
and as if there was not the least chance of my ever meet- 
ing any one I should like better.^^ 

Ada sat silent, thinking of many things; amongst 
others of her own love story long ago. Lily thought she 
did not look approval, and added rather indignantly, 

''It is not as if it were my first proposal, and I 
accepted him just because of that, for you know Captain 
Sedley wanted to marry me, and worried me horriblj 
about it, and I could not think of him at all." 

'' Why should I suppose such a thing, Lily.^' 

She passed her arm round her waist, and caressed 
her — ^girl-like. 

'' I think you do love him, and am quite glad that yoo 
are going to be happy.'' 

" I don't know. I shall not see him to-day, and that 
makes me quite sad. Then people are not nice about it. 
Mamma puts on a face — you know what her faces are ! " 

'' And your papa ? " 

'' He looks solemn and sad, and I do not quite like it. 
I think he is sorry." 

'' Why ? Does he object, or is it only that he does 
not like to lose you ? '' 

''I don't know. Mamma objects. There is some 
stupid diflSculty, and mamma bothers about it. I cannot 
tell you what it is ; I don't think I ought. I wish I 
might, for then you would see how ridiculous it is, but 
papa would not mind only for mamma." 
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And does ste want you to give him up ? '^ 
I think so. She won^t allow our engagement to be 
known, and says I might do so much better. Does she 
expect me to marry one of the Royal Family ? ^' 

'' I should think she would like it/^ said Ada gravely. 
*^ Well, I won't/' said Lily with as much indignation 
as if one of the Royal Princes was urging his suit, " and 
what is more, if they make a fuss, we shall run away ! '^ 
'^ What a furious young person you are becoming ! '^ 
Altogether, Lily being in love amused Ada. 
" You would help us, would you not ? '^ 
"If you loved each other very much — yes.'' 
'^ What an improper governess ! What an unfit person 
to be the instructor of youth ! " 

" You will want to be married at once, I suppose, and 

I shall not like to lose you yet." ' I 

" Oh ! no, I do not wish to be married in a hurry. I j 

think it will be very nice to be engaged for some time, 1 

if people do not make faces ! " j 

"I suppose I shall never see you when you are 
married. You will grow a sedate matron, and forget 



me." 



" I will never forget you" (this was accompanied by 
a hug), " but you will marry too. Some one will love you 
very much some day. Perhaps we might live near one 
another, would that not be nice ? '* 

'^ Very, but like all other nice things, improbable." 
" Why ? I know you cared for some one once." 
She was thinking of Ada's cousin, but Ada started 
and changed colour. For an instant she thought that 
in some strange way Lily had learnt her secret, a secret 
known to no mortal but herself. She was reassured in 
a moment. 
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''And it was very sad that he should die, but you 
might love some one even better." 

Lily, brimming over with her own happiness, was 
extremely desirous — ^as is common with women folk — 
that her fnend should be in love too ! 

" Perhaps, but I shall not be miserable even supposing 
no one ever loves me/' 

'' I think it would be very sad. What do you hope 
for, then ? What do you look forward to ? You cannot 
mean to be a governess always ? 

"You never tell me anything about yourself,'* she 
added pettishly, ^^ and I tell everything, and we are such 
friends.'' 

''I wish I could invent quite a long history about 
myself to interest you," Ada said, smiling, " but as I can't, 
I will tell you what I mean to do. I am going to be an 
Opera singer. Are you horrified ? " 

'' No ; but how funny of you ! " 

''Why?" 

" Won't you be dreadfully frightened ? How will you 
ever have courage ? " 

" I must try." 

" It must be rather nice and exciting when you hear 
people clap, and have bouquets thrown at you." 

Lily's view of a singer's life differed somewhat from 
Miss Knight's. 

" It is to be a secret till I make my dibut/' 

" Oh ! I'll not tell any one. When are you to begin ? " 

" About August I think I am to try, but I may fail." 

"I am sure you won't. Do you remember the 
theatricals at Kangscourt, and how well you acted ? We 
shall go and see you, and he shall clap very hard." 

" When am I too see He ? " 
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''To-morrow evening perhaps. If papa is in a good 
hamoar, I'll persuade him to invite him to dinner/' 

'* You have not told me what he is like.*' 

'' I won't tell you ; you shall see, but you may guess if 
you like." 

" Fair, curly hair, blue eyes, a big moustache." 

LUy laughed. 

'' I shall not say if you are right." 

Prom which answer Ada inferred that she was not 
quite wrong. 

Lily chattered on for some time longer. A little about 
Ada^s plans, but mostly about herself. She wanted 
sympathy very much. She had a thousand schemes and 
a thousand dreads of ''no," from papa, and frightful 
consequences I She wanted Ada very much to see Him. 
It would be so pleasant to hear some one say that he was 
delightful, handsome, etc. All of which things Ada 
would, of course, think and say. There was renewed 
interest in her dress, because he would notice everything 
she wore. Ada's taste was consulted respecting divers 
alterations, too intricate for any but the female mind* 
Subtle combinations were to be made which would pre- 
sent Lily to the eyes of her beloved, ever more and more 
beautiful I Standing opposite to the glass together as it 
ohanoed, Lily looked at herself and her friend, and said 
suddenly, 

" You know you are ever so much prettier than I am." 

She said it sincerely. 

" I do not know, and I am sure a certain person would 
not think so." 

" No, because he likes me, but I should like to be quite 
beautiful." 

She stood pensively looking at herself. 
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" And quite nice altogether/' she added gently. 

Beal love had^ perhaps^ got into the little girFs soul 
and it showed her her imperfections ; filling her with a 
craving towards infinite perfection — ^for the sake of that 
love which purifies as a fire all it touches. 

Just before dinner Ada took to Lady Grey some lace 
she had been mending for her. Lady Grey was dressing ; 
they were going to the theatre that night. Ada laid 
down the lace, and was going away, when Lady Grey said, 
" Please let me look at it. It is very well mended. 
Thank you very much." 

She was unusually gracious. 

'^ Jenkins,^' she said to her maid, " I don^t want any- 
thing, more, you can go.'' 

Which Jenkins did, into the adjoining room. 

"Lily has told you," said Lady Grey to Ada, the 
moment the door closed. 

" About her engagement ? Yes." 

'* It is not an engagement till her parents consent," 
she said stiffly. " She is such a silly child. She might 
make a much better match." 

" But if she likes him ? " Ada ventured to suggest. 

'' Likes him ! At her age girls do not know what 
they like. I do not forget my own youth. I might 
have married at sixteen some one who was in love with 
me, and whom I fancied I loved, but I did not marry 
him, and of course it was far better I should have 
married Sir Trevor." 

Ada was thinking that if she had married her first love,^ 
she might not have grown into such an infinitely silly 
woman. 

"I am foolish enough to think," Ada said, "that 
people ought to marry those they care for." 



^ 
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" I am surprised to hear you express yourself in this 
way. I thought you were too much a woman of the 
world to be full of silly sentiment/' 

" Is it silly sentiment/' said Ada waxing angry, ^' to 
believe that a companionship that is for life, should be 
made from affection and not from interest ? '^ 

^^ I am not denying that husband and wife should love 
oach other — it is quite unnecessary to be so excited — 
but that is a very different thing from believing that 
because a girl like Lily fancies a man and he proposes, 
that she should marry him, or be utterly misei*able and 
think that there is no other man in the world who can 
make her happy. Such notions are quite schoolgirlish.^' 

Ada shrugged her shoulders rather hopelessly. How 
ridiculous it seemed to attempt explanation with Lady 
Grey. Of course she could not understand what she 
meant. A woman with a mind like Lady Grey's would 
only listen to her views, twist them into something that 
was in her own head before, and present them to her 
again, past all recognition. 

Lady Grey continued in a vexed tone, 

'' I must say, I thought I could have relied on you to 
influence Lily for her good.'' 

" But what do I know about it ? " said Ada in despair. 
^^ By Lily's account this man is charming ; she likes him 
very much ; her father does not disapprove." 

'^ He may be very charming this Mr. Mr. , I 

forget his name, how stupid of me ! It is like the name 
of our place. Kingscourt. Court — Court — Courtenay. 
That must be it. Well, this Mr. Courtenay is, I believe, 
of very high family, and is well off, but Lily is so young. 
I know positively that the young Marquis of Bredfort 
admires her very much, and I dare say many others. Lily 
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is destroying all her prospects by being engaged so soon. 
Hare you not the sense to see that ? " 

Lady Grey was not particularly polite when she was 
annoyed. 

'' I see what you mean^ but Lily has strong affections^ 
and is it worth making her unhappy for the sake of her 
being a Marchioness ? '^ 

Ada came down on Lady Grey^s pet weakness un- 
sparingly. 

'^ Is it likely that her own mother would wish to make 
her unhappy ? You speak very strangely, Miss Knight. 
I thought that you, from your good sense and attachment 
to Lily, might persuade her to consider all sides of the 
question. One naturally expects that sensible advice will 
be given by a person in your position, and not foolish 
sympathy and encouragement ! '' 

Lady Grey having made quite a lengthy and effective 
speech, as she considered, asked Ada to hand her a fan, 
and rustled downstairs. 

Ada left the room, annoyed but amused a little. She 
was a very wearisome person this baronet's wife, with 
her perpetual fusses about things which were of no more 
importance in the world than the cackling of a hen 
when her duckling brood takes to the water. 

Sir Trevor said a few words to Ada next morning on 
the all-important subject. He came for a cup of coffee 
on purpose to speak to her. 

^'You know all about your pupil's desperate inten- 
tions ? " he said, smiling a little. 

Ada nodded. 

'' She is very young,'* he went on, " and Lady Grey is 
right ; there are objections to the marriage, but I have 
not the heart to refuse my consent point blank. He is 
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a good-hearted^ gentlemanly fellow, I must acknowledge, 
tlioagli lie wants to take my cldld from me/' 

Here Sir Trevor busied himself very assiduously with 
his cofifee, and Ada felb sorry for the old man. It was 
hard for him to lose his pet, and be left alone with Lady 
Grey. Perhaps she was not so disagreeable to him as 
to others ; that was the only consolatory thought. 

" This wretched going out in London ! '^ he added in 
a petulant tone. " If we had been contented to remain 
in the country, Lily might have been with me for the 
next five years. Quite time enough to marry then. 
Now don't you think so. Miss Knight ? '' 

'* But he is a gentleman ; you like him yourself, and 
Lily loves him.'' 

'^No help for papas and mammas to be got from 
you, that is plain ! " he said, smiling. '^ Like all young 
ladies, lull of sympathy for a love story. Lily has been 
pouring the whole history into your ear, and you are 
prepared to take her part in spite of what any one says. 
Are you not ? " 

" I may not be a judge, but I cannot see anything 
against it, and Lily likes him, not a little. They may not 
be married for some time you know,^' she added ; offering 
this poor bit of consolation to him* 

^' That is true. I cannot make up my mind to refuse 
my consent. Poor child ! Well, we shall see." 

Thus his little talk terminated, and when Lily questioned 
Ada as to what had been said, she was able to comfort 
her by assuring her many times that she thought there 
would not be much opposition. 

Lily exaggerated the difficulties, and drew frightful 
pictures of her and her lover's agony. The truth was that 
she was so exceedingly happy that a little imaginary 
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trouble rather heightened the interest and romance of her 
story. 

In the forenoon Lady Falkington arrived, and there 
was a hot argument, at which Ada was not present of 
course. Lily surprised herself by her resolution. She, 
who had never opposed her parents in anything, suddenly 
discovered that they had no right to interfere with her, 
and that in such things she could only judge, she who 
was truly the only person concerned. 

Lady Falkington was her staunch ally ; being fond of 
her little niece, and rather triumphant at being instru- 
mental in removing her from her mother^s influence. 

" That intensely vulgar woman whom dear Trevor was 
foolish enough to marry. ^' 

Poor Lady Grey was defeated. What could she do 
against three ? for Sir Trevor was passively against her. 
She had, too, rather an awe of Lady Falkington ; and much 
as she abused her when absent, treated her with much 
deference when present. The opinion of an earPs widow 
weighed heavily. 

The hour's conference ended, and Lily rushed in to Ada 
threw her arms round her neck and whispered that it was 
all right. 

^^ What ! All the mountains vanished into thin air ? " 
" Yes, all ; and now I am going out with Lady Falk- 
ington and shall meet him, and papa is going to ask him 
to dinner to-night, and you must come.'^ 
" In the evening, yes.^' 

^' No, no ; to dinner. I have settled all about it with 
papa. Besides, your friend, Mr. Westrop, Westbury, 
whatever it is — is coming too, and of course you must see 
him all the time. As to mamma, I am so happy, she 
may be as disagreeable as she likes I ^' 
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Ada laaghed at her. 

" Come upstairs and tell me what to put on, I want to 
look pretty/' 

Away she ran, and Ada catching her merriment chased 
her upstairs, to the intense astonishment of Lady Grey, 
who opened the drawing-room door at that precise 
moment ! 

" You shall see the curly fair hair and blue eyes to- 
night,'' said Lily, just as she was going. '^ He is such 
a dear, but you must not fall in love with him.'' 

After she had gone, Ada sat for a few minutes think- 
ing a little drearily, how happy Lily's life was going to be, 
and what had she done to deserve it more than she had ? 




CHAPTER VII. 



^^THB PITT OF it/' 



It was quite a break in the routine of Ada's life to dine 
late with the others. She smiled as she thought that it 
was like a child being permitted to dine with its elders 
for once. 

She was curious to see this young man, Lily's fiance. 
To observe how they would behave to one another. To 
watch furtively their glances of happiness. She did not 
quite care for the picture her fancy drew of this lover of 
Lily's. Very gentlemanly, good-natured, honourable, 
who, seeing that Lily would make a lovable little wife, 
decided quickly to marry her. A man not perhaps dull, 
but far from intellectual ; fond of horses and hunting, and 
a very good fellow. He would satisfy Lily entirely. 
She would elevate this handsome, kindly, but common- 
place lover into a hero of romance; think that there 
never was such a love story ; marry him and suit her life 
quite to his. They would glide on, making the serenest 
of couples to the end. 

This might be a pleasant evening, and for two or three 
hours Lady Grey might be endurable. Mr. Westbury 
was coming, and it was nice to Ada to think that he was 
her friend, and had an interest in her, apart from the 
Greys. Lady Falkington and an old Colonel Maitland 
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were to complete the party. Ada went down, not reluc- 
tantly. 

Lady Grey and Sir Trevor were there, also Colonel 
Maitland and Lady Falkington. The latter was a tall, 
thin old lady, with refined features and silvery hair ; a 
<5onsiderable hauteur in her expression, but withal hers 
was a kindly face. 

Of course Lady Grey did not introduce Ada, and she 
was withdrawing a little from the circle when Lady Falk- 
ington stepped forward. 

^^ I have heard my niece speak of you so often, that you 
must allow me to make your acquaintance.'' 

And much to her sister-in-law's astonishment, she held 
out her hand, which Ada took cordially. Lady Falking- 
ton had been a beauty in her young days. That aristo- 
cratic type of beauty had been hers which you see some- 
times in the upper classes in England, and which is 
peculiarly English. 

Beauty in young girls always touched her ; it reminded 
her of her own youth. This added to a desire always 
iio act in contrast to her sister-in-law, was the motive of 
her friendly overtures to Ada. 

^^ You are a great recluse," she said, " I am glad this 
family rejoicing has tempted you to appear." 

^^I like being alone, besides a governess ought to 
keep to herself. Don't you think so ? " 

"Yes, it saves her from much annoyance. It would 
not be candid to disagree with you." 

Mr. Westbury was announced, and in due time he 
<)ame round to Ada, being detained considerably en 
route by Lady Grey, who of course thought it of no im- 
portance that he should be in a hurry to speak to his 
old friend. 
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He took Ada by both hands. 

'^ How thin yon've grown ! ^' he said, 

Lily and her betrothed had been surreptitiously 
stowed away in the conservatory all this time, and were 
coming in together now, but Ada did not see them. 

A funny vision of her schooldays was coming back to 
Ada now as she spoke to Mr. Westbury. Her unlearnt 
lesson, she could see the first lines of it. 

" It is so fanny,^^ she said laughing, ^^ whenever I see 
you, I fancy I am a little girl at Brussels .'' 

^^You never were a little girl in my recollection. 
But why have you grown so miserably thin? Don^t 
you like your life here ? ^' 

Lady Falkington had moved away now. 

'^ Yes, I am very happy, always busy, and never dull 
when I am busy.^^ 

They were standing with their backs slightly towards 
the rest of the room. Lady Falkington had intercepted 
the young couple midway from the conservatory to say 
some little laughing word, and now they were coming 
towards Ada. There was a tiny bit of white jessamine 
in his coat, and a twin bit in Lily^s dress ; placed there 
probably with loving whispers, and there was quite a 
proud brightness in the young girl^s eyes and lips as 
she brought her lover to present him to her friend. And 
He ? He was a tall man with grave face and deep-set 
eyes ; a very tanned complexion and light brown beard. 
Why should I describe him ? He has appeared before 
in this story. His face is familiar enough. 

Lily was laughing to herself at the difference between 
Ada^s picture of him and the reality. She touched her 
on the shoulder, making her turn round. 

VOL. ni. 6 
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'' Miss Knight/' she said, " Mr. Eangsley wants to be 
introdaced to you/' 

TSiey both bowed. 

It is extraordinary how the old envelope of conven- 
tional habit encases onr true feelings, even in moments 
of intense emotion. 

Ada drew her breath qnickly; steadied herself, and 
looked him calmly in the face. She could not speak, 
that was all, and no one knew that it was not the first 
time that she had ever seen Mr. Kingsley. No one 
knew the old memories that rose up. No one knew 
that, looking on him, Ada was waking from a dream of 
years. 

She was very white, so was Kingsley. There was 
something in the figure familiar to him as he came up to 
her, but the change from puzzled wonder to certainty 
was so rapid, as she turned round, that he had no time 
to prepare himself. 

His sensation was simple pain and annoyance. Face 
to face with a buried episode in his life, just as he had 
oome back after years to begin life afresh, it was not 
pleasant. 

While Lily was wondering why these two could not 
find anything to say to one another, dinner was an- 
nounced, an immense relief to them both. Westbury 
offered his arm to Ada. Kingsley took Lily of course. 
They were placed, it so happened, on opposite sides of 
the table. They could not look straight across without 
their eyes meeting ; not even a firiendly fern or bouquet, 
to break the clear space between them. 

'' How easily things go wrong.'' What trifling acci- 
dents separate and unite lives ; just as if they were of no 
more moment than particles of dust whirled on a passing 
Fate seemed to Ada heartless and cruel. 
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" You do not eat/^ said Mr. Westbury, " no wonder 
you are tbin/^ 

She had unconsciously refused everything that was 
offered to her. His words recalled her to herself. 
Courage ! 

"I was forgetting, I will take the next thing that 
comes round. How is your sister ? I have not asked 
for her/^ She was fairly launched in conversation now. 
She listened to every word Mr. Westbury said, trying to 
grow interested. 

Meanwhile Kingsley, opposite, was beginning to wish 
that Ada would look across the table. He had gone 
through several phases of feeling during the few minutes 
he had been seated. 

This sudden break in the calm, affectionate life with 
Lily that he had planned, annoyed him. Ada might 
remember the past too well. He had never been quite 
sure that she had not cared for him. It would be 
awkward. Why should they have ever met, the world 
was wide? He looked at her, comparing her with 
what she was four years ago. All the childishness of 
face had gone, but it had gained more beauty than it 
had lost — the sweet dignity of womanhood, greater depth 
of expression in the eyes and, when she was not speaking, 
and her features were in repose, a little touch of sadness, 
which drew his eyes again and again to her face. 

By-and-by, he thought he need not make himself 
uneasy, Ada did not seem even to recollect him. It was 
quite plain that she could never have loved him at all in 
the old days. In proportion as he became sure that 
she had been and always would be indifferent to him, 
and that she did not seem to perceive his presence, his 
desire became strong that there should be some recogni- 
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tion in her eyes. It began quite to worry him, that she 
did not look up ; particularly as this did not seem to be 
% studied avoidance of him, but onlv that she was inter- 
ested in talking to Westbury. 

His thoughts were broken in on perpetually by Lily's 
chatter, but he pursued them steadily. 

^^ What do you think of my pet. Miss Knight ? '^ she 
said. 

^' Who did you say ? '^ 

'' Miss Knight.'^ 

" I did not catch the name at first.'' 

" Is she not pretty ? " Lily asked with girlish enthusi- 
ism. 

" Yes. Not at all like what I fancied her. Has she 
been with you long ? " 

^^ About six months." 

So she was under a false name. What was the 
meaning of that ? 

'^ She has been stuffing your little head with learning 
all that time,'' he said, laughing. '^ Your friend does not 
look very blue." 

Kingsley found himself getting quite impatient. He 
would make some remark across the table to Ada soon ; 
only it did seem idiotic, apropos de rien, to interrupt 
her conversation with Westbury, and say the day had 
been fine ! 

* ^ She knows a great deal. She is always reading or 
singing." 

" Singing ? " Kingsley repeated, thinking of Homburg, 
and of the first day he had heard her. 

^^ Yes ; she has a beautiful voice, and practises per- 
petually; but that is a secret. She will not sing for 
any one but me. Sometimes, when mamma is out, she 
to me for hours." 
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" She will not sing to-night ? 

'^ I donH know. I will try to persuade her. 

It was quite a little dinner-party, and the conversation 
tended to become general. Even our lovers could not 
exclude themselves. 

^* You have been away from England now for a good 
many years, have you not, Kingsley ? ^^ asked Colonel 
Maitland. 

'^ Yes j eight or nine years Fve been knocking about 
the world. You remember when last we met at Rawu 
Pindee at that ball the 80th gave to the Governor- 
General ? '' 

" Whab have you been doing ever since ? '* 

" I sold out shortly after that, and came home to my 
father. He died not long after, and I went abroad, 
dodged about on the continent for a while.'^ 

Here he glanced at Ada. This would be a good way 
of trying if she would look at him. 

^^ I went to Italy, to Belgium, to Ems, to Homburg.'* 

Another glance, but Ada gave no sign. At that pre- 
cise moment she made some remark, in a low tone, to 
Mr. Westbury. Kingsley got quite angry, and went on, 

" Then I was so terriby bored with fashions and people 
that I went to Africa. I had capital sport there.^' 

'^Better than that tiger hunt in India, you remem- 
ber ? '' 

" Yes ; much better. I went to Australia too ; in fact 
to a lot of places.^' 

" And now your travels are at an end ? ^^ said Lady 
Falkington. 

^^ I hope so. I should like to settle down at the old 
place, and look after it a little.'^ 

" You must not quite become a hermit,'^ Lady Falkin^- 
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ton said, with a laughing glance at Lily, who blushed ; 
'' that would not be fair/' 

'' Oh ! no. We shall come and see the wicked world 
occasionallj. I am going to become a model English- 
man, if I can.*' 

'^Tes ; by the way," said Sir Trevor, "you are going 
to stand for your county. What do you think of your 
chances ? '' 

He shrugged his shoulders. '^ Western is on the other 
side, and radicalism is pretty strong down there ; besides, 
what can a fellow expect when he absents himself as I 
have done ? Frankly, I don't think I've a chance." 

Ada did look at him now ; but he did not know itj 
being interested in what he was talking about. 

** Your father was very much respected and liked in 
the county/' said Colonel Maitland. 

*' Yes ; that is the only thing in my favour. It is a 
kind of precedent to be the successor of three genera- 
tions of members." 

*' About September your canvassing will begin ? " 

*' Yes ; but I am not going to take much trouble. I 
shall try to get the people to understand my political 
views, and then let them elect me if thev like. The 
whole system of electioneering is corrupt. The whole 
thing mean and dishonourable. Another thing ; I am not 
going to pledge myself to hold unswervingly the opinions 
I now hold. I come in on the Conservative side, because, 
AS things now are, I believe it to be the nearest to truth 
and justice ; but I cannot say that it will continue worthy 
my adherence or that life may not bring me wider expe- 
rience and clearer views." 

Ada watched him. His head was thrown back and 
his eyes flashed. 
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^^It seems to me, Ejngsley/' said Sir Trevor, "rather 
shifty ground that you stand on. I don't think your 
electors will have much confidence in you if you are 
not sure of yourself 

" In a certain sort of way I am sure of myself; but 
people won't see that change is a law of the universe. It 
is necessary in earth, in air, in the animal and vegetable 
world, in ourselves, physically and morally. You will not 
be the same to-morrow. Sir Trevor, that you are to-day. 
Your feelings, your relation to those you most love, will 
not be quite the same. You perceive it at a distance, 
«ay of ten years ; a proof that it has been going on all 
the time, only day by day it is not perceptible, being 
infinitesimally small.'' 

Kingsley had a rapid plausible way of speaking, and 
it was not easy to find an answer to his words. No 
one spoke for a minute, and then Ada, looking full at him, 
said, 

'^ I think one of the distinguishing characteristics of 
the spirit of man is, his being independent of, instead of 
included under, the law of change. His physical nature 
changes, and I even grant that physical and moral nature 
being closely knit together, an apparent change passes 
from one to the other, but truly our spirits are free to 
choose, to forsake or to cling to, if only we accept our 
freedom, and do not barter it for the ease of going with 
the current." 

What induced her to speak like that ? she did not 
know. She felt very awkward when she had spoken, for 
there was a little silence. 

Probably," said Kingsley, with a slight bow, " Miss 
Miss Knight, you are right from your point of view, 
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.and I from mine." 
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Lady Grey did not wish that the conversation should 
be a discussion between Hiss Knight and Mr. Eangsley. 

Of course the former would put herself forward. She 
w»8 talking in this high-flown and siUy manner to make 
people think she was clever, and I am sure, thought 
Lady Grey, I don't understand what she is talking about. 

Wherefore Lady Grey looked across to her sister-in- 
law, gave her the magic signal, and they all left the room. 

Kingsley held the door open and tried to catch a look 
of recognition from Ada, in vain. He was not very soci- 
able with the men afterwards, and Colonel Maitland came 
to the conclusion that he had grown a strange fellow since 
hifi wanderings, and that he would be rather a morose 
sort of husband for that charming little girl. Miss Grey. 

Li the drawing-room Lily was laughing with Ada 
about her betrothed, asking if Miss Knight found him very 
difiTerent from what she had expected, and if he was not 
a dear, etc. All of which Ada answered tolerably to 
Lily's satisfaction, for the attention of the latter was con- 
siderably given to watching for his reappearance. 

The men came in by-and-by. The elder folks made 
a party at whist, the others lingered round the piano 
talking in an uncomfortable, awkward way, till some one, 
Mr. Westbury I think, suggested music. 

*' Miss Grey will sing," said Ada '' and I will play for 
her.'' 

Lily, glad to please Kingsley and show her little accom- 
plishments, agreed readily. She sang 'Bid me Dis- 
course,' a ballad which showed the flexibility of her 
voice to perfection, and Kingsley looked pleased and 
whispered compliments to her. 

** It is your turn now," said Mr. Westbury to Ada. 
She made no demur, yielded to a sudden impulse and 
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sang the old French ballad^ in whicli years ago Kingslejr 
had first heard her voice. 

Kingsley moved a little away from Lily, and with hia 
eyes fixed on Ada, listened to every note with strained 
attention. It was scarcely the same voice, so marvellously 
more beautiful had it grown since he had heard it in that 
quaint old ballad. 

The richness of tone, the tenderness, the pathos of her 
voice, made even the old people stop their game, cards in 
hand, unmindful whose lead it was, and Lady Falkington 
so far forgot herself that she laid down her cards, faces 
upwards, and got up to thank Ada. She had quite 
touched the old lady's heart and there was a faint tear in 
her eye as she thanked her. And Kingsley ? He was 
turning over some music, feeling angry and sorry, rather 
a brute, discontented with himself and every one. 

This evening of his acceptance into his future family 
had not been wholly one of pleasure. If he had acted 
rightly, perhaps he ought to have spoken to Ada at once ; 
have referred to the past, and have claimed at least the 
position of an old friend; there would have been na 
mystery then. But it did not seem quite honourable so ta 
do. Ada did not evidently wish to be recognised, and 
he must respect her incognito, and it would be somewhat 
treacherous to Lily to renew an old friendship, or some- 
thing more than a friendship. What was Miss St. George" 
to him now ? Strictly honourable he had always prided 
himself on being; forgetful that the highest honour is 
always an impulse, never pondered over, simply the 
unconscioas development of an honourable nature. 

The party broke up early. There did not seem much 
life in it. Lady Falkington proposed to Kingsley to take^ 
him in her brougham, and drop him at his rooms, but he 



90 So Youngs my Lord^ and True. 

declined, saying he would like a walk and a smoke. So 
after a few last words to Lily and a promise to come 
next day, he lit his cigar and went away. He had looked 
round the room to say good-night to Miss Knight, but she 
had slipped oflF unobserved. 

Quite enough food for reflection had Eangsley as he 
walked home. This sudden appearance of Miss St* 
George caused a revolution in his thoughts, such as he 
could not have anticipated. 

How beautiful she was ! He had not been mistaken 
in his impression of her beauty years ago. He felt proud 
of his discernment, proud that the young girl whom he 
had fancied, had developed into such an exquisite woman. 
Did she care for him ? If not why did she sing that 
ballad ? She loved him perhaps, — loved him all along, — 
wanted to recall that day at Mrs. Bruton's when she had 
seemed to him moife perfect than any other woman 
living. 

He smoked rapidly, and unbuttoned his overcoat, it 
seemed to choke him. 

Bah ! there was something unreal about her— there 
always had been — ^that song was all for efiect. Why was 
she under a false name? If men and women be true 
and honest in their lives there is nothing to hide. Why 
should he trouble his head about her ? Suppose he gave 
way to the old fancy and was fool enough tx) love her ; 
she was just the kind of woman to treat him coolly and 
favour Westbury or some other fellow. A pretty woman 
like her, not married all these years ! Surely she must 
have been playing some dangerous game like that, or it 
would not be so. But why was he thinking about her at 
all ? It was awkward that he should meet her, but she was 
nothing to him. He was engaged to Lily Grey. To 
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break an engagement with a girl was a thing he had 
looked upon always as most dishonourable^ and not to be 
thought of for an instant by any man with the slightest 
pretension to being a gentleman. Even supposing he is 
unlucky enough to care for some one else, the girl he is 
engaged to need never know it. Herein Kingsley ex- 
alted honour of word above honour of thought, and mis- 
took the least for the greatest. A common error and a 
fatally cruel one. 

He meditated a little on Lily's excellences, and her 
simple nature. It was so easy to read her character ; to 
look into her innocent soul and find nothing that you 
could not understand. Just the sort of girl to make a man 
a good affectionate wife, who would defer to his judgment 
and be of one mind with him on all subjects. Yet his 
thought turned back to Ada, her sad voice and beautiful 
face. What had her life been since they had parted ? 
There was certainly no trace of baseness, passion, or little- 
ness in that face ; but such a deep pure look in the eyes. 
Well, it did not concern him. You could never trust to 
what a woman looked. They had some extraordinary 
power of looking innocent and simple always — the devil's 

gift. 

He had promised Lily to go to Park Lane next day. 
He would probably see Miss St. George. He was glad ; 
she was such a strange girl, she was such a curious 
study. He would probably see her very often now, as she 
was such a friend of Lily's. Would she avoid him, or 
how would it be? Perhaps it would be best that he 
should avoid her; go down to Orofton for a couple of 
months, till she had left the Greys. Tut ! that was a 
foolish, weak-minded notion. She could easily keep out 
of his way if it was disagreeable to her to meet him. 
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IS she did not, it would prove that it wag a matter of 
indifierence to her. For himself, there was no danger, 
bound aa he was by honour and affection to Lily. Why 
should he not enjoy Miss St. George's society as a 
friend T Was she as pleasant now as she used to be ? 
Let things take their course. Was he ill, or was there 
thunder in the air, that he had been inclined this 
evening to make a mountain of a mole-hill ? 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

"there can be no evasion/* 

Ada did not avoid Kingsley. It was an instinct with 
her to face her difficulties always. It had been hard 
work to get through that evening, but that once over, 
she argued with herself in this wise : — Her future life 
had been quite chosen and fixed before she met 
Eangslej ; her thoughts about him had been a kind of 
dream. 

It was so unexpected, seeing him under those 
circumstances, that she had not been quite mistress of 
herself. She had perhaps acted unworthily in singing 
that French ballad which brought back the past with a 
romantic colouring upon it. She had been as observant 
of Kingsley that evening as she dared to be, and she 
understood now that on her depended their future 
relation towards each other. Why should they not be 
friends ? There was nothing in the past to prevent it. 
He had never loved her. If he had, would he not have 
sought her out instead of leaving Europe ? Would he 
have chosen Lily so readily, looking forward as he 
himself said, to the happy contented life of an English 
squire ? " Everything is good which takes away one 
plaything and delusion more, and drives us home to add 
one stroke of faithful work.** 

These words were in her thoughts. Her life was 
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quite nuchanged. Brooding over things had perhaps 
misled her a little. She mast look practically at 
realities. Kingsley had come out of her dream into 
actual life ; she must accustom herself to look at him in 
this new position ; the sooner the better. Even as one 
hastens to bring a candle to look at some object which 
we have mistaken in the dusk ; so Ada dared not trust 
longer to the dim soft light of memory. 

If the old look had come back in Kingsley^s eyes ; if 
there had been one word, one glance to tell her that his 
love lived, there would have been no repression of her 
feelings. Truth to him, truth to herself would have 
spoken, though Lily would have suflfered. She thought 
of all these possibilities. If there had been that in 
Kingsley's nature, which, sure , of what it desired, 
could be satisfied with nothing less, then it would 
be but a false notion of duty which could put 
obstacles between them. But this was not so. Those 
few hours with Kingsley that evening had taught her 
this. She could give no spoken reason for her convic- 
tion. A strange clear-sightedness comes to people, 
specially to women who have thought much. Lovingly 
she weighed his nature and found it wanting, and loved 
him still ; ever woman-like and inconsistent, having a 
beautiful but illogical wisdom in her heart. This was 
what remained to be done — to meet Kingsley frankly, 
leaving no opening for any romantic reminiscences and 
so be bravely true to Lily. 

It might perhaps be easy to re-awaken Kingsley's 
admiration and win him back, but there would be no 
reality in his love, only a reflection of the true thing. It 
would give her perhaps a delight, but not deep and 
genuine, and for this could she sacrifice Lily ? 
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There was work for her. She had cherished the idea 
of her artistic life somehow bringing Kingsley back to 
her. That was at an end. The last narrow individual 
interest connected with her art, seemed passed away 
now ; it would be solely the desire to do the best with 
her talent that it was in her to do, which must influence 
her life. All culture, all thought must tend towards 
adding her minimum to the sum of inspiration and 
excellence, gathered here and there through generations 
and never lost. 

Prom different motives and unknown to each other, 
Eingsley and Ada had decided to meet. 

^' Do you mind,'' said Lily next day to Ada, '' Mr. 
Elingsley coming in here to our study, instead of the 
drawing-room. 

^' Of course not,'' Ada answered quickly. 

"It will be so much nicer. Mamma would hang 
about in a stupid way and say inappropriate things^ 
whereas here I feel quite at ease, and should not even 
mind you being in the room all the time." 

Ada laughed. 

" I will promise not to stay." 

'* I did not mean that as a hint for you to go away» 
We have said all our foolish little speeches to each other 
by this time, and Mr. Kingsley likes talking about books 
and things. 

" Well, why should you not talk about books and 
things ? " 

'' I mean that you can join in the conversation, and 
I should like you to know him well, and see how nice 
he is." 

" I am ready to admit it at once ! " 

'' Mamma wants us to wait ever so long before we are 
married ; a year or so." 
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" I thought you told me you did not mind waiting/' 

"Not for six months perhaps, but a year is very 
long." 

" I am afraid you are very discontented. Yesterday 
there was a chance of your not being allowed to be 
engaged at all. Now that all is made smooth much 
sooner than you expected it would be, you are grumbling 
because you cannot be married in a day or two ! '^ 

Ada was attempting a little playful bantering, though 
she did not feel very bright. It is hard work sometimes 
to force yourself into sympathy with people. 

" ni tell you what the difficulty was. It is quite a 
long story. As every one knows it, I suppose I may as 
well tell you.*' 

'^ Not if you think Mr. Kingsley would dislike it.'' 

" Oh ! no ; he will not mind." 

So Lily settled herself on the sofa, and making Ada 
oome close to her, began. 

" Mr. Kingsley had an elder brother once. Years and 
years ago, this brother fell in love with a girl who pre- 
tended to like him very much, and they were engaged. 
She must have been very wicked, for she did not love 
him all the time, and one evening they met and she told 
him that she was privately married to some one else ! " 

Ada was listening very intently. 

'' It is a horrible story and you must not be frightened, 
. -Aear/' continued Lily. " Geoflfrey Kingsley — that was 
Ids brother's name — was in a fearful passion and struck 
Iter ; they don't know exactly how it happened, for he 
would never say, but he killed her ! " 

'* Is it not awful ? " she said, pausing a little. 

'' Well ? " inquired Ada. 

She was not thinking of the tragedy much, but of how 
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it affected Kingsley^s life, and she wanted to hear the 
rest. 

"You don^t seem to think it very dreadful !'' said 
Lily, rather disappointed that the story had not produced 
a due amount of horror. It seemed to her such a won- 
derful thing to happen in the family of some one she 
knew. She had heard such things talked of and had 
read them in books and newspapers, but they had seemed 
to belong to the world of fiction, to have some connection 
with novels and not with real life. 

" I do/^ answered Ada impatiently, '' but T want to 
hear the end.^^ 

" Well, Geoffrey was arrested. I am sure I am very 
glad he was. How awful if he had been allowed to go 
about the world killing every one ! ^^ 

Ada smiled slightly at Lily^s vision of a whole series of 
murders. '' L'appetit vient en mangeant '^ was clearly 
her notion. 

" He was arrested,^^ she repeated, '^ and put in prison, 
and Herbert had to appear at the trial. He says that if 
he had thought of it he would have left the country, but 
he was so bewildered he did not know what to do, so 
they forced him to witness against his brother ; to say he 
was in such and such a place at such an hour, and had 

said he was going to meet Miss , I forget her name. 

Of course, Herbert could not tell a lie, he is too honour- 
able, and his evidence helped to condemn his brother. 
They wanted to hang Geoffrey, but there was a petition 
to Government, and he was condemned to penal servitude 
for life. He wrote to Herbert and said the cruellest 
things, and would not see him. He must have been quite 
wicked and bad ; don^t you think so ? 

VOL. in. 
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" I do not know. He was very unfortonate. Is he 
alive Btill ? ^Vhat happened ? '^ 

" He was sent to Australia. After some time M. Mr. 
Kinsley died^ and Crofton became Herbert's, but lie 
would not live there. Was it not nice of him ? It would 
have been his brother's only for that horrible murder, 
and Herbert could not bear to stand in his place as long 
liH hcf was alive, though really his father left it to liim^ 
and 1 think it was quite Herbert's ; don't you ? " 

** YcH, 1 suppose so ; and yet it was natural not to take 
poHH4'HHi(>n of it. It was the right feeling.^' 

'' I knew you would say that. Well, I most go on 
find finish the ntorv : Herbert will soon be here. Two or 
\\\tk*\s ;^'(*arH ago, perhaps it is four, I forget exactly^ 
(Htoflrey died. Herbert heard of it, but did not feel 
f|uit(* Hun^ that it was true, and after a while he went oat 
to AuHt.riiliii to make inquiries. He found it was tme^ 
and, of c*ourH(>, he was greatly relieved, for he had always 
tolt. II kind of sliamc about it, and had kept aloof from 
p('(»|)lo beeauso he did not want them to sneer at his 
fonvirt brother. He told me all about it when he pro- 
|)OK(ul. He said that when he saw me, he thought I 
h)okcHl nice and unworldly, and would like him for himself^ 
and not mind that ugly story, and of course I did not 
niiiul." 

•• How could he think," said Ada indignantly, ^'tliat 
luiy one with a particle of right feeling would shrink from 
him for such a contemptible reason ? " 

•• 1 don't know. He says plenty of people would, and 
1 suppose he knows. MiiTnmft would, for one." 

•• Oh, your mamma ! " said Ada in an expressive tone, 
unable to refrain. 

** Yes ; it was all about this that she rn^^ 
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She said it was so horrible to marry a man whose brother 
had been a convict ; that^ perhaps, Herbert would kill me 
some day, and all sorts of stupid things like that. She 
made me so cross/' 

'' I should think so/' 

'' Lady Falkington was very angry, and took my part, 
so mamma had to give in ; but even now she alludes to it 
sometimes, and makes me so uncomfortable that I keep 
away from her as much as possible. I wish she would be 
nice about it, because I shall be going away from her so 
soon, it seems unkind/' 

Ada could fancy how Lady Grey in a martyr-like way 
would say that she was not loved by her own child, and 
the little pangs of remorse that would follow in Lily's 
heart, forgotten when she saw Kings! ey, but returning 
again and again. 

Ada was now in possession of the story of Kingsley's 
life. It was strange to hear it from Lily's lips. Why 
could he not have told her long ago at Homburg ? Was 
she worldly ? Did he think that she would have shrunk 
from him ? 

She could fancy the bitterness of the thought that he 
had aided in the condemnation of his brother; that 
years of disgrace and association with criminals was 
owing to him. How it must have hurt him too, the 
receiving of his brother's inheritance, enjoying, as it 
were, the fruits of his own cruelly truthful evidence. 
With her quick sympathy and vivid imagination, Ada 
understood how, after his brother's death, when time 
had taken the sting out of all these events, Kingsley 
had reflected on the duties in his old home and among 
his tenantry, and had come back to England. How he 
had met Lily, and felt that her love and gentleness 

7—2 
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lYOuld be a help to him in his new life ; and so it had all 
happened. 

Ada was going over Kingsley's life in a new light, 
her own feelings firmly held down. Why should she 
mar the story now ? Why should she trouble the waters 
which had settled down at last to a calm? He had 
never truly loved her. In the future could not Lily and 
he be her friends ? 

" How sad and solemn you look/' said Lily, ''what is it 
you are thinking of ?'' As she asked the question the 
door opened, and Kingsley came in. 

Both girls felt awkward for a moment, as was natural 
when they had been talking of him. 

''You look as if disturbed in some very mysterious 
cogitation,^' he said smiling, as he shook hands with 
them both. 

" Yes," said Lily, " we have been very solemn for 
some time, but you are not disturbing us. Is not this 
room much nicer than the drawing-room ? '' 

"Much. There is a company look, and a company 
feel, in the drawing-room. Here it looks quiet, and 
pleasant to read in.'' 

He took up the book, lying on the sofa, close to Ada. 
It was Emerson's works. 

" You like him ? " he asked Ada. 

" Yes." 

"Some people find a resemblance between him and 
Carlyle, which teases them, but I fancy they must have 
read both authors superficially." 

" Yes. There is a trifling likeness in the terseness of 
their sentences, but when you get well into their minds^ 
they are quite distinct, and in no way imitative the one 
of the other." 

" They both love truth, and honest down-rightedness.** 
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'' Which makes them the great men they are/' 

" I am sure they are very clever/' said Lily, ^^ but I 
have to read a page so many times before I understand 
it, that I don't see the good \ there are so many other 
things to read." 

^' Novels, for instance," said Kingsley, laughing. 

'^ Yes. I suppose you are so clever, you turn up your 
nose at stories ? " 

*' No, not some stories." 

'^Do you know," she said turning to Ada, ''Mr, 
Kingsley writes all sorts of dry papers in the ' Quarterly.' 
You would like to read them perhaps." 

" Which means that y(m would not," said Kingsley, 

" I'll try if you like. I am sure they are very wise, 
but are they interesting ? " 

'^I don't know, they are about antiquities; things 
that have been rooted up, having been buried hundreds 
of years." 

" I have read all those chapters on Archaeology," said 
Ada. 

" Have you ? You like them ? " he asked. 

" Yes, very much ; they are always interesting." 

Ada got up now, put her book away, and told Lily 
she must go out. Lily had several commissions for her .; 
ribbons and laces, and such like bewildering feminine 
gear, which Ada requested she would write down ; so 
laughingly Lily made Kingsley do it, and insensibly all 
three joined in a little jesting talk over it, Ada felt 
that her friendliness with Kingsley was on a right 
footing, and that by-and-by she would find it easier 
work. Had she set herself a task beyond her powers T 

We cannot trace Ada's progress in her art. The 
effects of any study are scarcely noticeable from day to 
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day, though there may be steady advancement. Signer 
Garcioni was quite satisfied, and had no fears for the 
ultimate result. Miss Knight's success seemed to him 
almost a certainty, though he allowed her to doubt 
now and then, thinking it a good incentive to work* 
He still warned her about her physical strength; this 
seemed quite a hobby of his. Singers should be more 
robust than she was; singing exhausted the system; 
this was his perpetual cry. Ada laughed. She was 
never ill. A headache sometimes, when she was very 
nervous or excited about anything, and after that a limp,, 
flattened feeling, that was all. 

Ada's intimacy with Florio was on a comfortable 
footing now, and that was a help to her. Her foolish 
prejudice against him no longer prevented her from 
gaining full benefit from his professional advice. At 
first it had done so. 

Florio was very much occupied just now. He told 
Ada of his pupils ; of the choirs he was organising, and 
whenever she had time, took her with him to hear them ; 
making her second him in his instruction, and illustrate 
his meaning by singing passages herself. All this she 
liked, and sometimes when Florio spoke of himself, and 
said life was brighter for him now, she was glad — cut off 
as she was from all ties — that there was some good 
result to this man from her companionship. 

Lily went on with her singing lessons, but curiously 
enough, Florio never lueard of her engagement till one 
day at his own house, when he was talking to Ada about 
leaving Park Lane. 

'' You must do so,'* he said, ^' some little time before 
your dihut. You must attend the operas, go behind 
the scenes and get familiar with all stage ways.'' 
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They want me to remain till Miss Grey's marriage, 
but as that is indefinitely postponed, I must fix a time 
for leaving/' 

'^ Miss Grey is going to be married ! You did not tell 
me. Who to ? '' 

" A Mr. Kingsley/' 

It was coolly enough said, but it meant a great deal to 
both. 

" I am as wise as ever,'' said Florio quickly, '' who is 
he?'' 

'^ He is an Englishman. He has a large property in 
Hampshire, I believe." 

" Curious I should not have heard of it." 

'' The engagement is not a fortnight old." 

" Have you met the promesso sposo ? " 

'' Yes." 

'' What is he like ? " 

'' I am not clever at description." 

" Miss Grey is a nice little thing ; she ought to get a 
good husband." 

" I thought you told me long ago that you did not 
like her ? " 

" One may change. You like her very much ; you 
could not do so if she were worthless." 

It was the first compliment Florio had paid her for a 
long time. It did not annoy her as his praise used to do. 

''I wonder the interesting youth does not appear at 
the lessons," said Florio. " He ought not to be absent 
from her for a moment." 

" He is not a youth," said Ada smiling ; " he often 
talks of listening to Lily's lesson, so I dare say you will 
see him one day. I did not think you had sufficient 
curiosity to care." 
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I am always curious to see the sort of man that 
pretty girls will fall in love with. They are generally 
good for nothing/' 

'^ Was the match concocted by her parents ? '' he 
added carelessly. 

" No ; it is quite a love match." 

*' Ah ! — a fashionable love match — plenty of money on 
both sides — aflPection and fortune agreeing most luckily/* 
''You are Revere. Do you think love impossible 
because people are rich and well born ? '' 

*' Generally/' he said in a decisive tone. " Riches and 
ease have the same effect as standing in the sunshine 
after darkness ; you can see nothing because yon are 
dazzled. Riches spread such a thick varnish over every- 
thing that people — women specially — cannot see the 
biting realities of life. If there is one thing utterly 
oontomptiblo, it is women's drawing-room love — I don't 
know what else to call it — and how they can lie to them- 
selves and to others about it, and dress it up in romantic 
gear without a bit of heart in it ! Ugh — 

" Allom/^ he added quickly, *' this is not work.'' He 
turned to the piano as he spoke. 

Florio let Ada's singing pass without much comment 
this morning ; he was occupied thinking. Tough strug- 
gling it was, with schemes probable and improbable, and 
nothing tangible or satisfactory in any of them. 

So his brother was going to marry ; was in love • 
everything going smoothly for him up to this, and he Florio 
was helpless ; had to stand by and look at his brother's 
triumph. Riches and position from his disgrace and 
poverty, and now, as crowning luck, the love of a young 
girl who was pretty and rich, and above all had a fresh 
unstained heart to give him. Was all this to be Herbert's 
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as a reward for having cut him oflf from home— country 
— ^name ? By God — ^no ! 

As he thought of it, he brought his fingers down on 
a chord with a clash, and there was a cruel ring in the 
notes, so that Ada started and almost stopped. 

" Go on/^ he said, ^' you should not be put out by the 
orchestra. Suppose the first fiddle were drunk, or his 
wife had been unfaithful and he was reckless, you must 
not break down on account of his caprices/' 

At the end of the lesson, Florio was himself again ; 
quiet, professional, as usual in fact, but the fire was by 
no means burnt out. 

" I suppose I shall lose Miss Grrey as my pupil now,'' 
he said carelessly as Ada was cloaking and departing. 

" Not as long as I am there, I think." 

" Keep her up to it. Good-bye ; I shall see you to- 
morrow at Park Lane." 

This conirersation occurred about a fortnight after Ada 
had first met Kingsley . She saw him nearly every day, 
though not for long. They had drifted into no greater 
intimacy^ and there had been no allusion to their former 
acquaintance. 

Lily and Kingsley were constantly in the study, and 
when Ada was present led her to talk with them. Not 
unwilling did Kingsley help to detain her. She brooght 
brightness into their teU-a-ieUs which were apt to be 
insipid* 

Fresh thoughts and flashes of cm^j^siilitj came readilj 
from Ada's lips now. Eangsley's presence somehow 
kindled her intellectually. So sometimes the minates 
she had meant to spend with these two were stretched 
to half an hoar. Lily wa^ glad of her presence, but 
aony that aflber her departjre Kingdej's conren^tUrm 
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lang^nished a litde, and he would sometimes suggest 
going to see a picture galleiy. She was not so clever 
as Ada^ she knew^ bnt she taxed him once with his sQence 
when they^ were alone^ and for reply was told that when 
two people loved one another^ not many words were 
needed ; this silenced and satisfied her. 

So things sped; Ada^ very loyal in heart to her- 
self^ to Iiily> living to work ont her ideal of what was 
best and noblest. 



CHAPTER IX. 

" ENOUGH TO PUT HIM TO ILL THINKINO.*' 

KiNGSLEY had praised Lily^s voice and seemed to like 
to hear her sing^ so she continued her lessons and 
studied more than she had done previously. Eangsley 
often came in while she was practising with Ada, and 
would make her go on while he read. He was daily 
at Park Lane now. Lady Grey made no further opposi<- 
tion, she was too indolent. So Kingsley came and went 
as he liked ; was a most attentive lover ; rode and drove 
with Lily, and submitted sometimes to be dragged out to 
balls. There was no definite time fixed for the wedding, 
and Lady Grey would not even allow their engagement 
to be made public. Time enough by-and-by, she insisted^ 
after Kingsley^s electioneering was over in September. 

Florio watched for the possible meeting with his 
brother, impatiently, yet a little fearfully. Could he be 
recognised ? All these years had changed him immensely,, 
but yet there might be something in the eyes or voice 
which might betray him. However, the sooner it was 
put to the test, the better. Once sure that Herbert did 
not recognise him, he would have greater confidence in 
himself and in the success of his schemes. He had fallen 
again into the habit of speaking much French or Italian 
and of using foreign idioms in English. Long hair, well 
combed back ; thick beard and moustache ; tinted spec- 
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tacles^ and a voice deepened by years and study ma4e him 
very unlike the fashionable Geoffrey Kingsley of years 
ago. He need not fear detection. Every inch of him 
he looked a professor of music. 

The meeting did take place. 

Not many days after Florio had . first heard that 
Kingsley was engaged to Miss Grey, he was at Park Lane 
giving his lesson as usual. The two girls were singing 
a duet, a treat Florio sometimes allowed, usually keeping 
them to. scales and exercises for the benefit of Ada. 
Kingsley on arriving heard their voices, and opened the 
door very gently so as not to disturb them. Suddenly 
Ada perceived him standing in the room, and not being 
prepared for his presence she sang wrong. 

'' Comment, mademoiselle, des fausses notes ! ^^ Florio 
said in utter astonishment. 

Then as he turned round, he saw Kingsley, who stepped 
forward and shook hands with both girls. 

^^Your sudden appearance startled me,^' Ada said 
<jalmly, " and I made a mistake.^' 

Lily introduced the two men. Florio bowed with quite 
foreign depth, muttering as he did so, — ^^ J^ai beaucoup 
de plaisir a faire la connaissance de monsieur.^' 

Eangsley returned his salutation quickly and carelessly, 
taking no further interest in a grimacing Frenchman, and 
turned to speak to Lily. 

'' Recommen^ons,^^ said Florio, ''monsieur aura le 
plaisir de vous ecouter." 

*' Do I disturb your lesson ? ^' Kingsley asked. 

"No, we have nearly ended,^' said Lily, ''and you 
may listen to this duet.^^ 

So they sang it through. Florio, shielded by his tinted 
jles, took deep looks at Kingsley. He noticed 
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with pleasure that there was rather a restless discontented 
expression in his face. Everything not going quite 
smooth in spite of his usurped wealth and position. Tes^ 
Miss Grey was in love^ was flushed and excited as she 
sang for him ; but he ? His eyes were on the ground^ 
not resting on his fiancee with a look of devotion. 

The lesson was over and Florio departed^ shaking 
hands with his pupils and bowing to Kingsley. Ada 
followed him out of the room. 

^^Tou seem pretty intimate with that fellow,^' said 
Kingsley as the door closed. 

Is he jealous ? thought Lily. That was a delightful 
phase of courtship which she had not experienced yet. 

" Oh ! yes/' she said, inclined to fan the flame playfully 
'^ we have known him this long time. He was staying 
with us at Kingscourt in the winter when we had some 
theatricals. He is very nice, I like him.'' 

^^ Was Miss Knight with you then ? " 

'' Yes. Why ? " 

" I don't know ; I wanted to see what you call a long 
time." 

^^ About six months, I think." 

" He is a good master, this Signor What do you 

call him ? " 

^^ Signor Florio. Yes, I think so. Do I not im- 
prove ? " 

^^ Yes, very much. You have a sweet little voice. Like 
a bird's. 

" My nightingale," he added, rather driven to the 
point of saying something caressing. 

Not a tremendous effort after all to any man, looking^ 
at a pretty, fair face, with soft blue eyes, and a cloud of 
golden hair ; a face moreover glowing just now with much 
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tenderness. However^ a little affectionate demonstration 
was soon over^ and this singing master still had charms 
for Kingsley. 

'^ Miss Knight learns from this Florio also ? '^ 

" Yes^ she has private lessons from him at his house 
besides singing with me/' 

'' It is curious that I seem to know his face/* 

" He is very handsome, is he not ? '* 

'' Handsome ! Is that your idea of manly beauty ? 
Long greasy hair and apish manners ! I believe you 
women have always got a weakness for ^ distinguished 
foreigners/ I suppose you and Miss Knight are quite 
fascinated by this black-looking scoundrel, and fancy him 
a kind of Lara or Childe Harold ! " 

" How funny you are ! '* said Lily, bursting into laugh- 
ter, childishly gleeful. 

This development of jealousy on her beloved's part was 
amusing and rather nice. 

" Do you think I like him better than you ? ^* 

'^ I dare say you do," he said, smiling, liking the view 
Lily had taken of it and carrying out her idea. 

It is so easy to be untrue ; there are helps at hand 
always. 

Kingsley would probably be present at all the lessons 
in future. Florio would have ample opportunity of 
studying him, of seeing a little into his life perhaps ; of 
finding out his habits, his ambitions, his hopes. Would 
it not be possible to thwart them ? To make him undergo 
A servitude to adverse fate, somewhat proportionate to 
what he had brought on others ? 

When events come to a certain point of intricacy in 
men's lives, they seem to rush on in a remorseless sort of 
way. Like the speed of a truck, let loose down a hill. 
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gaining by its own weight and ever going faster and 
faster ; no power can cheek it, it must go to the end. 

Ceaseless occupation Ada found for herself in these 
days. She was ready now to do anything for Lady 
Grey ; to write letters for her or work with her needle. 
Ada^s reading, too, always pretty frequent and attentive, 
was now doubly conscientious. Not one little moment 
left — ^if it could be avoided — ^for fruitless thought. Her 
friendship with Kingsley seemed to be quite on the foot- 
ing that she desired. He seemed always glad to see 
her, glad when she took part in the conversation between 
Lily and himself. There were days when some subject of 
interest to her happened to be touched upon, that they 
had bright, earnest argument; Kingsley falling into 
grooves of talk such as interested them both in past days, 
with this diflference in the conversation, that now Ada's 
intellect was no longer just dimly groping for light, and 
catching at any rushlight that came, but had struggled 
much and thought much, and would surprise Eangsley by 
flashes of clearness and power. 

The time passed pleasantly for Kingsley at Park Lane ; 
slipped away without much definite hope. Lady Grey 
wished her daughter's marriage to be postponed ; why 
should he oppose her wishes ? 

Sometimes ?ifter Ada left the room, Kingsley would 
feel a little sorry. Lily could not see the point of a 
thing so quickly as Miss Kiiight, which teased him, but 
then she was a dear little girl, and he was engaged to her. 
So he yielded himself to events. He was too old now, 
thought he, to feel or inspire a ^^ grande passion.'' He 
had his place in society to fill ; his duties, social and 
political ; much grave, practical work to do in life, which 
would all be helped by the quiet love of a woman like 
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Lily. For the next two or three months he would give 
himself a holiday, and be as much with Lily as possible, 
so that they might know each other well and be sure of 
their future suitability. Then instal himself at Crofbon, 
and begin the life he meant to live till his old age. 

It is so easy to believe winter afar off when summer is 
here ; so easy, in a dead calm, to think a hurricane im- 
possible, even though strange clouds are coming up on 
the horizon. 

Kingsley experienced an unpleasant sensation at that 
singing lesson, seeing how intimate Florio was at Park 
Lane. Of course it was on Lily's account. When one 
analyses a feeling, appointing a cause for it beforehand^ 
the analysis is not conducted in a strictly impartial 
manner. 

Kingsley had noticed Florio's whisper to Ada, before 
she left the room with him. He did not like the look of 
this fellow. Those sort of men, living on their wits, it 
was better to keep at a distance. Miss Knight, as she 
called herself, ought to be overcareful when she was 
not in her own house. Going to this man's house every 
day for lessons might necessitate a tolerable intimacy. 
She was, of course, free to choose her own friends ; but, 
if her friendship involved her pupil in anyway, she ought 
to be less friendly for her pupil's sake. Lessons every 
day too ! What was the good of that f It was a strange 
sort of arrangement that a governess, companion, or 
whatever she called herself, should have so much time 
and liberty. 

Thus mused Kingsley, forgetful that a day or two pre- 
viously he had been indignant because Ada had never 
appeared in the evenings. Lady Grey was the sort of 
woman who did not know how to act towards a lady 
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treating her as a servant whose time and labour was paid 
for, and who had only to do her duty and then dis- 
appear I 

This singing master, what a ridiculous thing to annoy 
him ! And yet Kingsley felt worried all that day and 
the next, and failed not to drop in at Park Lane on 
the following Thursday just before the lesson began. 

Florio was carefully foreign in dress and manner ; much 
shirt-front showing, alpaca coat, free use of French and 
Italian. He shook hands warmly with both his pupils, 
lingering a little over the process with Ada, because it 
happened that he had to tell her of a change in Garcioni^s 
hour for the lesson next day, and he was afraid of for- 
getting it. 

Scales and exercises began ; very entertaining, no 
doubt, to Kingsley. He sat patiently for awhile, then 
moved about a little, taking up a book and laying it 
down again, evidently rather restless in mind and body. 

Lily felt that it must be dull for him, and offered to 
sing for him. This Florio agreed to. Kingsley came 
over and leaned on the piano while she sang. A good 
opportunity for Florio to observe him. He thought he 
looked sulky and bored. Could not make it out quite. 

After the song was ended Kingsley looked up at Ada. 
She was standing beside Lily. 

'' Do you know that song in Faust, ' Era un re ^ f I 
should Uke to hear it. Miss Knight, if you will sing it.'^ 

She had often sung it at Homburg for him. 

" Non, non ! ^' said Florio sharply, turning round to 
Ada. ^' Vous ne savez pas bien cet air.^ 

She was studying the role of * Marguerite,^ and Florio 
did not wish any of her songs to be heard. 

VOL. III. 8 
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*^ I want very much to hear it/' said Kingsley, looking 
over Florio's head, straight at Ada, and apparently not 
hearing his remark. '^ The air has been in my brain all 
the morning. Will you sing it please. Miss Knight ? '' 

There was not only entreaty in his voice, but in his 
eyes. He was provoked by Florio's dictatorial tone, and 
was determined to have his own way. It quite seemed a 
matter of importance to him, so he was careless of his 
expression. He remembered how willingly Ada used 
to obey him. He appealed to her with a look a little too 
eloquent, which made her heart beat quickly and her 
hands tremble slightly. 

He had not lost his power over her, but she was angry 
and impatient that it should be so. 

And Florio ? He had intercepted this look of his 
brother's. He was quick to read men's faces. A savage 
rage and joy filled his heart. 

So this amiable brother of his was engaged to Miss 
Grey, and in love with her governess ! 

He was going to turn again to Ada and oppose her 
singing ^ Era un re.' She should not do it if Kingsley 
were to go on his knees for it ; but he was spared the 
awkwardness of discussing the subject, for Ada, angry 
with herself for her weakness, said, with a forced smile, 

^^ I cannot sing anything that my master forbids. I 
am a most obedient pupil." 

'^ Bravo ! " said Florio, between his teeth. 

Lily, standing by while this was going on, wondered 
why Ada was so disobliging, it was so unlike her. But 
two days ago she had sung it for her most beautifully. 
It was well she did not understand, poor child ! 

Such a complication, could she have read it, would 
have turned her head, I think. 
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^^ Mademoiselle chantera quelque autre inor9eau, si 9a 
fera plaisir k monsieur/' 

Kangsley did not seem to hear Florio. He turned to 
Ada^ 

" I am sorry you cannot sing it for me. You know 
how it teases one to have an air in one's head and not 
to hear it. You can, perhaps, banish a thing at will ; a 
new air drives out the old with you/' 

The point of this speech was not quite clear to two of 
the listeners. To Ada it was painfully plain. 

So Florio got no answer to his amiable suggestion. 
Why should I notice this damnable music-master ? 
thought Kingsley. Uncommonly insolent of him to in- 
terfere with Miss Knight; but if she permits it, it is 
her look out, not mine. 

He turned away from the piano, and Ada, relenting 
Bomewhat, muttered something about singing it on an- 
other day. The lesson went on. Eangsley took up a 
newspaper, put it down again ; then excused himself to 
Lily, saying he had business in town and would be back 
in an hour, and went away. 

That glance at Ada had given Florio an insight into 
his brother's heart deeper than that which he allowed 
himself. Kingsley loved Miss Knight, and was irritated 
because he, Florio, had forbidden her to sing. He had 
thought to persuade Ada by that appealing glance, and 
was furious at his failure. 

This was a precious discovery to Florio. Revenge was 
possible. This day had also laid bare to Florio his own 
feelings. Why should he have felt so enraged at Eangs- 
ley's attempt to influence Ada, if he did not love her 
himself? So much -had he distrusted and despised 
women since he had first loved and been fooled, that it 

»— 2 
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\\wi Hfiomod impoBHible that he should ever be roused to 
iovif fif^ain ; but it was possible now, and the triamph of 
bJN lovo would be the triumph of his revenge I He had 
not waited in vain ; his opportunity had come. 

1*hiH honourable brother of his, this man of high posi- 
tion and good fame, is engaged to one girl, while he 
trif)N to make love to another I 

Morio's righteous wrath is roused at the thought. He, 
tlui convict, would scorn to play such a double game-^ 
MO thinlcH ho, and it throws quite a noble light on him; 
hA fiMtlH just in his own eyes and his scheme looks rather 
a linn one. 

Ill) will Have Ada from the base intentions of his 
hrothnr. Ijet Kingsley love her — the stronger his love, 
iho gmator his punishment. He, Florio, will marry 
liitr ; and when she is his wife, he will tell Kingsley who 
JM luir h unhand, who it is that has saved her firom his 
(liNhonoiirablc love. For his own sake, for Ada's sake, 
KingHJny will not be likely to betray him then; is not 
lilcoly U) wiuh for the renewed scandal of a convict 
hrolhor brought before the public. 

How beautifully everything worked ! K a man has 
only confidence in himself, victory is sure to come some 
(lay. One look I It was not much to found all this 
Mcliomc upon, but this music-master, not worthy 
Kingsloy's notice, was keenly observant, and his conclu* 
Hions were seldom far wrong. The diflSculty in carrying 
out his plans was Ada's own feelings. 

This owner of Orofbon, embryo M.P., man of wealth 
aad position, might fascinate her. What if she fell in 
love with him f 

A cruel expression crossed Florio's &ce as he thought 
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Let them beware ! But there was nothing to fear. 
Ada, being rich and well-bom herself, was not likely to 
be dazzled by wealth or position ; and moreover, being, 
like himself, honourable, would not try to win her friend's 
lover. As to his own chance of success with Ada, he 
did not feel despondent about it. She was tolerably 
in his power. Already she had ceased to dislike 
him, and now looked on him quite as her friend. Let 
him only thoroughly rouse her interest in him and 
make her feel that she is taking his part against the 
world, and he would be secure of her love. She had 
enough romance and generosity in her nature to work 
upon. A man can always win a woman if he is not a 
fool. 

Plorio justly estimated himself to be no fool. The 
good and bad lie strangely close in a man's soul. If 
there is no courage to separate them, the good is only 
a help to make the bad more fatally dangerous. 

From this day forth, Florio recognised more thoroughly 
Ada's great beauty; was watchftil of her every look 
and word ; studied her entirely ; trying to see into her 
character, and learn what influenced her most deeply, 
what were her hopes and schemes about herself. Un- 
consciously Ada lent herself to his plans. Plorio seemed 
her only friend. 

For several days after the last scene Ada avoided 
Kingsley, fearful of herself; and when next they met 
she fancied that he was a little cold to her; even Lily 
seemed to catch his mood ; at least, they did not as 
usual beg her to stay and talk with them. 

No warmth, no love anywhere ! Was it strange that 

her hours with Florio were the pleasantest in the day • 

hat associated as he was with her art, she always looked 
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forward with gladness to seeing him ? He was always 
respectful, and at times almost tenderly kind to her. 
She was at ease in his presence, and feeling his ground 
step by step, he grew more and more important in her 
life. If she had evinced the slightest emotion in his 
presence ; if the faintest blush had come in her face at 
the pressure of his hand op at his words of praise and 
interest, he would have felt more secure. But she was 
always calmly glad to see him; and he had learnt 
regretfully, that it would not be by passionate words and 
all a lover^s ordinary means of attack, that she could be 
won. A strange sort of spiritual creature, without the 
weaknesses of ordinary flesh and blood, living in a dream 
about her art. There were such beings and, though 
Signer Florio was not one of them, he could admit that 
such natures existed, and so regulate his conduct accord- 
ingly. 

Ada might have loved her cousin, but even Sydney 
she did not wish to marry. Then he had seen how she 
had repelled Prank Grey. There was no further danger 
in that quarter, as he had gone to India. Then long ago, 
he remembered, she had snubbed him when he had 
attempted some trivial gallantry. A woman evidently 
with whom to walk circumspectly, and approach in a 
manner far other than by ordinary love-making. Florio 
did not despair. 

Why is this courage, this ^^ vital energy in the heart,'^ 
wanting oftentimes to the good, who for lack of it are 
blown about and scatter their capabilities to the four 
winds of heaven, while it stimulates the bad to more 
perfection in their badness ? 

How heart-sick it makes a man to look into things^ 
and see a little below the surface ! Those to whom 
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black is blacky and wliite wbite^ and aU things cor- 
respondingly straight and simple^ ought to have no 
wrinkle on their brow, though they live to be a 
hundred. 

Yet, let us draw back from the long view into the 
years behind, and the years before ; let us look only at 
the few steps the day brings, and — courage ! Things are 
not so bad after all. 



CHAPTER X. 

"with whom REVKNGK is VIRTUlfi." 

A PBW days went by and another lesson at Park Lane^ 
at which Kingsley was not present. The little coldness 
on Lily's part — so slight as to be scarcely perceptible — 
passed away entirely, but Eangsley was a little stiffer in 
manner, and Ada felt worried about it, and angry at 
being worried. 

Ada's was a very perfect organization, but a very 
delicate one, and this worry told upon it; made her 
nervous and sleepless ; made her lose heart in her work, 
and her voice even seemed to have lost its freshness. 
She began to long for the time when she would have 
a theatrical engagement, and work verily and indeed. 

She was at Florio's one day in this dull frame of 
mind. He too was peculiarly silent. Their practice 
over, she put on her hat to go. She felt sorry for him. 
Life did not seem to bring him much brightness. 

*' Stay a while,'' Florio said, '^ if you can. This is one 
of my black days and I should like to talk to you." 

She took off her hat again and sat down. 

'^ Come over here by the window ; it is so hot." 

He opened the window wide and wheeled her chair 
to it. 

'^ May I light a cigar ? Do you dislike it ? " 

''No, I don't mind, smoke if you like." 
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So he lighted his cigar and sat down. Presently he 
said^ 

" How dreary life is, Miss St. George ! It is all very 
well to work on, but some days everything looks as blank 
as can be.^' 

She said nothing. She did not feel inclined to discuss 
her dulness, but she was sorry for him. He took his 
cigar from his mouth and looked at her. 

" After a certain time when all one's plans and hopes 
have crumbled away, how flat everything looks, ugh ! " 

" One always begins to build up afresh.'' 

He shook his head and took another puff at his cigar. 

^' Do you know,'' he said, " the conclusion that I have 
come to ? There is nothing which gives one such entire 
satisfaction as friendship." 

Very keenly he looked at her now, noting the affirma- 
tive response coming to her lips. 

" It is a great pleasure." 

'^ Friendship," he continued, " founded on long know- 
ledge of each other — ^knowledge of tastes and character. 
There are no fluctuations in it. Two people quietly 
relying on each other ; knowing what to expect of each 
other. Love is a restless fever compared to it, there is 
a kind of ebb and flow in its power. 

" You say nothing," he added. " Do you like dis- 
^ cussing such subjects, or does it bore you ? " 

" Bore me ? No. I am thinking of what you have 
been saying." 

^^ I am in a grumbling, argumentative humour to-day ; 
let me have my way." 

''But perfect friendship," said Ada, thinking of 
Lily, of Mrs. Bruton, of Florio even, ''is so hard to 
find." 
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" Ah, Signora ! that is becanse yon ask too much. If 
yon like a person^ joa want to lay bare his soul, and if 
yon think yon see a flaw or speck therein, straightway 
yon draw back. Snrely if there is some one thing that 
makes yon like a person mnch, yon onght to tmst for 
the reel, and there is snch power in friendship that it 
draws forth all the good, the bad lies asleep. ' H ne 
fSuit regarder dans nos amis qne la seule vertn qni nona 
attache a enx.^ ** 

Morio looked mnch in earnest as he spoke. Ada was 
interested. 

" I believe yon are right,*' she said, " the fanlt with 
which yon credit yonr friend may be in yourself all the 
time, and it is weak and foolish to draw back, becanse of 
some trifling prejndice.'' 

She was thinking of her first acquaintance with Florio 
and of how little she had liked him. 

'' Yon don't know how mnch yonr friendship has been 
to me,'' said Florio. She flushed and looked glad. 

'' When I met yon at Kingscourt," he went on, " I 
was fearfully down on my luck. Per Bacco, I could 
have cut my throat without much hesitation ! Your 
life seemed as lonely as mine ; your splendid voice gave 
me the idea that I might be of use to you, and the 
moment one feels that there is something to do, one 
forgets oneself; is it not so ? When there is another 
life to be interested in, the world is not such a stupid, 
puppet-show arrangement.'' 

How was it Florio spoke to her thoughts so well ? 
There was no touch of love or tenderness in his voice or 
manner, and Ada felt at ease. 

*' To tell you the truth," she said, feeling tempted to 
be frank, " I did not like you at all at first." 
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He laughed. 

'^ You need not tell me tliat, my dear young lady ; 
I knew it and it provoked me. I said to myself^ 
why bother my head about her? My intentions are 
wholly good; if she cannot see it, it is her own faults 
But I did get you to work in the end, and, I hope, to 
look on me as your friend/' 

It was half a question 

''Yes, quite. You have done more to make life 
pleasant to me than any one/' 

" But Miss Grey has the first place ? " 

" I am fond of Lily, but she is not so associated with 
my life as you are. By-and-by she will marry and 
drop out of my life altogether, I suppose.'' 

The latter phrase was in a regretful tone. 

'' She will not sympathise with your life as an actress, 
of that I warn you." 

'' I know it." 

'' There must be some sympathy, in the chief interests 
in life, between real friends." 

'' Yes," said Ada eagerly, '' you are the only one who 
can understand my love for my art — my ambition about 
it, and can know that I am not going on the stage for 
the excitement and applause of the thing." 

''You could not expect Miss Grey to understand 
that. She is not a girl that anything would take firm 
hold of intellectually. She is affectionate and gentle, 
but her love for her husband will lessen her love for every 
one else ; you will find that it is so." 

" I don't think so. I hope not." 

He had smoked his cigar down to the last, and now 
flung the end of it out of window, and stood up looking 
down at Ada. 
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Yery beantifbl she looked ! Earnest and tfaonglitfal. 
A woman worth winning for her own ^ake ; donbty so 
because being his, she coold not be his brother^s. What 
a triomph ! He hoped Herbert lored her, not a Uttile 
bat madly. He did probabhr. She was a woman to 
moTe men to passionate thoughts and wild acts; not 
a woman to loTe one day and forget the next. 

As he leaned against the comer of the window and 
looked at her, he felt that his reTenge— or rather his jnat 
retribution, as he called it — ^wonld be Terr perfect and 
would bring no risk to hims^. Fate had helped him 
at last. 

** I think,'' he said slowly, " that friendship is most 

perfect in a man with whom the wild loTe of yonth is past.'' 

** I do not see why loTe and friendship should interfere 

with one another,'' she said hastily. ^' I could not care 

less for mv friend because I lore mv husband." 

" No, I don't say that. I only say supposing one has 
lored and suffered, and it is past and buried and Ufe 
is very still and flat ; a friendship formed then has 
tremendous power and charm. It is more likely to 
be lasting and perfect than when it is only one added 
joy to many others. Do you understand me now ? I 
am not thinking of Miss Grey at all, though you are." 

It was strange to hear Florio talk like this, and it 
flOed Ada with wonder and sympathy. She had always 
thought him hard and cold; a man of intellect, but 
haying a dash of bitterness in him which was rather 
repelling. It gratified her to find that she had roused 
him to warmth, and thrown some glow of human 
softness into his isolated life. She was not vain; it 
gave her no thrill of silly pride in her power ; yet she 
was glad. 
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*'I do understand you, I think; you are speaking 
of yourself — of me/' she said frankly, looking at him 
with the clear, calm beauty of her eyes. " I hope time 
will only make us greater friends. It is true that 
neither of us has a very bright, sunshiny life. I only 
wish that I may be as much help to you as you have 
been to me." 

She held out her hand to him as she spoke. 

He almost forgot his studied plan as he took it ; was 
almost true to the good that was in him as he looked 
at her pure face, and the frank interest expressed in it. 
Gould he not purge the deception and scheming from 
his words, and tell her who he was and that he loved her f 

His brother's face rose up before him. That was 
enough. His own ruined life — ^his miserable struggling 
existence with the dread of recognition haunting him ! 
It was weakness to work out no recompense for all this. 
He drew a long breath. 

'* Thank you. You are right to say my life has not 
been bright. I do not think you know. By God ! '' he 
said passionately, " it has been a miserable existence I 
Do you know that because of one act in my life, I can 
claim neither position, name, nor kindred in the world ? 
I owe,'' he said, his face whitening as he spoke, " my 
accursed life to one man, who — to stand well with the 
world, to satisfy a false sense of honour — cut me oflT 
from all hope without remorse, and enriched himself by 
my downfall. The man that watches his fellow-creature 
drowning slowly before his eyes and gives no help, is 
thought a wretch ripe for the scaffold ; but a man who 
morally has held me beneath the water," he held 
his hand out as he spoke, as if pressing some one down 
by the throat, " is there no justice can touch him ? " 



126 So Youngs my Lord^ and True. 

There were great beads of sweat on his brow. 

Ada shuddered for an instant involontarilj^ as she 
seemed to look into his life. What fearful trag^y 
had been acted in his past years 7 Why was it that 
he told her all this if it were not that there was in her 
some power to bring back belief in truth and purily? 
But his fierceness frightened her ; she seemed to have no 
words to combat the bitter anger in his soul. 

" Life is retributive/' she said at last. '* One need 
not raise a finger to punish." 

Ue passed his handkerchief across his forehead^ and 
pushed his fingers through his hair with a quick move- 
ment^ which for an instant reminded her of Kingsley. 

*' Yes, yes/' he said, "perhaps you are right, I begin 
to think so now, but there are things that make one's 
blood boil, I wanted to tell you what sort of man is your 
friend. Not a man, mind you, that the world would 
speak well of, A half Italian scoundrel — parentage 
doubtful — bringing up unprincipled — personal history 
boars not looking into." He ended with a short laugh^ 
lit another cigar and smoked vigorously. 

" Do you take him as your friend ? '^ he added. 

" I have known you for some time,'' Ada answered, 
" and like you much better now than I did at first. I 
do not want to go backwards. Two people do the same 
things ; one is openly condemned, the other is not • 
perhaps the last is worse than the first. I do not 
think the world is much judge. It makes cruel mistakes 
sometimes, and I for one would be sorry to join its hue 
and cry." 

Poor Ada! Without nmch practical knowledge of 
the world, she had struggled to keep herself free from 
narrow views and prejudices; always admitting tVi ftt 
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there was a side to a question which she needed 
further experience to understand. Seeing always that 
there were depths in life into which she must only 
gaze tremblingly. Her life and self-culture had tended 
to liberality. She had never had much of the pettiness 
of woman^s life, and her favourite reading was in the 
works of men who lived in simpler times, and saw 
more into the heart of things ; but above all she had 
a large nature ; Florio recognising it and appealing to 
it, touched that part of her soul which could not but 
reply to him. 

She had no inclination to withdraw her friendship 
from him, though for a moment his manner had made 
her uncomfortable. Had he been quite happy and pro- 
sperous, perhaps she might never have shaken oflF the 
slight antagonism she had felt towards him, but now, 
alone, condemned by the world, her friendship was 
readily given to him. 

A look of triumph more than pleasure came in his 
face. 

" I knew I had not mistaken you,'^ he said. *' You 
do not go in the groove that a million stupid people 
have made ; you have thought and suflFered too much for 
that, and your judgment — thank heavens I — ^is free from 
worldliness and conventionality.'' 

"You praise me too much. Compliments between 
friends I Ce n'est pas permis.'' 

" I have told you much that no soul knows but my- 
self. I have asked no promise of secrecy for I can 
trust you. For all the world I am simply a drudging 
singing master. Nothing to look back to but being 
taught, nothing to look forward to but teaching. Ce 
n'est pas gai 5a, but there is always your triumph to 
enliven things a little/' 
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*' When does Mr. Guild intend to let me make a first 
appearance ? " 

'^ About August I should think. Decidedly you ought 
to leave the Greys in about a fortnight or three weeks, 
and be entirely free/^ 

'' Where shall I go ? That has to be thought of/^ 

" It will be easy enough to find rooms for you. Je me 
charge de cette peine/^ 

'* They must be cheap. I will not run into debt.^' 

"Then get them out of town; that is to say, about 
Netting Hill. You don't mind coming a distance to 
rehearsals, do you ? " 

*' No, not the least ; it might be tiresome if I had a 
three months' engagement, but just now it does not 
matter.'' 

*' SoiL I shall look out for something for you." 

'* By the way, have you heard anything of my uncle 
lately ? " 

"No, but I can inform myself. Would you like to 
know ? Give me a little time and I shall find out." 

Ada smiled. 

" If it is so easy to find out about people, why has he 
allowed me to disappear without any opposition ? " 

Plorio shrugged his shoulders. 

" He has some motive for it, no doubt. Let us rejoice 
that he leaves you in peace." 

" Suppose he was to be in the theatre the night of my 
cUbut. I really think I should break down." 

" It is not likely he will be, and as you will not put 
your true name in the play bills, that will not attract 
him. By the way, what are you going to call your- 
self ? " 

" Miss Knight." 
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*' Pooh ! an English name, that will never do. The 
English public demand Italians, though they be only 
imaginary/' 

'* La Notte ! " she said, laughing. 
No. Will you take my name ? '' 
Why should I ? '^ she answered quickly, " any name 
wiU do/' 

^^ You would rather not take my name ? Yet it would 
be just as well that I should be supposed your brother, 
father, or some near relation. It would be more com- 
fortable for a beautiful woman like you to have some one 
near her who would have a right to keep people at a 
distance. As your friend, of course I shall always be 
as useful as I can be to you ; but that position gives 
me no right to prevent you being'^annoyed, and rather 
<jompromises you. You do not mind my speaking so 
plainly ? " 

*' Not at all,'' she said quickly, '* it is kind of you. I 
know nothing of actors' ways, but you gave me to under- 
stand long ago that I need not fear meeting with dis- 
ttgreeable people, or with any annoyance or imperti- 
nence ; that my fancy had exaggerated all that ; so I am 
not at all afraid now." 

" Perhaps I smoothed things over a little then [what 
B fearfully good memory she had], but you must expect 
men to — I forget the English phrase — ' vous faire la 
<50ur.' Amongst your fellow actors, men who lead free 
lives and are rather unchecked and open in their expres- 
sions — good enough fellows in their way — some will no 
-doubt be epris, and their attentions may be disagreeable 
to you. Then, fashionable young men, who think an 
fu^tress fair game, will try to get introduced to you and 
worry yon." 

VOL. III. 9 
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'* HftTin^ got me well launched, joa do not hide any 
of the qmckaands from me ! " 

''Oh! joaH get on an right aft^ a while. Yoa 
hare plenty of self-reKance, bat jnst at first as an inex- 
perienced giri, it might be awkward for jon. That is 
whj I thought it would be better if I acted the fiither 
for yoa« Howerer, just as yon like. There is jdenty af 
time to think about it/' 

'' You don't look very like my fSnther," she said laugh- 
ingly, '' nor my brother either ! No feunily likeness be- 
tween us, I am afraid.'' 

She tried to turn it off with a jest, haying no real 
reason for not taking Florio's name, and yet a sbtmg^ 
repugnance to doings so. 

It was in Florio's mind, and not fiur fix)m his lips, to 
ask her to be his wife, but he held back the words. 
Enough said for to-day. Too much haste might mar 
alL That Ada should appear on the stage under his 
name would be one step towards victory, one pang to 
his brother, of that he was very sure. He wanted to 
see them together again ; to make himself quite confi- 
dent of Eangsley's feelings; to savour slowly the ex- 
quisiteness of his revenge. He almost wished that Ada 
was more of a coquette; that, indifferent at heart, she 
should yet like Eangsley's admiration and lure him on. 
The possibility of Ada's loving Kingsley had not yet 
crossed Florio's brain except as a mere passing^ 
diadow. 

Ada got up to go. 

** I have not wearied you ? " he asked. 

*' Not at all." 

'^Then it is decided," he said, as he put on her 
cloak^ ** that you leave the Greys in a fortnight or three 
weeks/^ 



With whom Revenge is Virtue. 131 



'' You will regret it ? '' 



" Not Lady Grey, but Lily, very much/' 

He tossed his head up with a contemptuous movement. 

'* She can be of no real weight or importance in your 
life. In the future your art will be everything to you.'* 

On her way home Ada thought much of all that Florio 
had said. It was strange that he should speak so freely 
to her, of himself and of his life. His frank, simple 
firiendship was pleasant to think of. There must be 
something very good in him that he should feel so 
warmly and kindly towards her; a girl so alone, by 
whose friendship he could gain nothing — ^no worldly 
advantage to himself. 

If he had flattered her, or if there had been the 
slightest touch of love in his manner, she might have 
distrusted him, and thought that it was only to gratify 
his vanity that he tried to make himself liked ; but 
even in telling her that she was beautiful, he showed 
no emotion, he called forth none. Their friendship 
was therefore safe and strong; a thing to rest on, 
and altogether knit up with her art and her future 
career. 

Ada speculated a little about Florio as she walked 
along. How strange his love-story must have been. A 
man of his strong character must have loved fearfully ! 
How aU the bitterness and wreck of his life was written 
in his face, in its hard lines and almost cruel expression. 
He was young yet; younger perhaps than he looked, 
and all his sorrow lay very close to him. 

He spoke as passionately as if it were a thing of 
yesterday. Could her imperfect life help to build up 
his ? Perhaps the knowledge that she, a young innocent 

9—2 
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woman, could look anshrinkingly into his past life, 
would mako many things possible to him, and drive out 
the fiorconoHs from his soul. 

Ho thinking, Ada arrived at Park Lane much later 
than UHUfd, and within a short distance of the door^ 
WfiM overtaken by Kingsley^ who said as he came up 
with her, 

'' I think we are going the same way^ are we not ? ^* 

Why Hhould his voice make her start and colour? 

'* VoM, I am going home/' 

*' lliivt^ you had a long walk ? '* 

" 1 hiivo boon to Signer Florio's. I go every day/' 

" What an indefatigable musician you are/' he said 
NniKiringly. " Do you think any good will come of it ? *' 

" 1 hopo HO." 

" I Nup))<)Ho Signer Florio hopes so too.'' 

IIJH toiKt waH Htrange and unpleasant. 

Ada loolcod up at him in surprise, but he turned away 
and kiionlcod at the door. They went in without saying 
anything more. Ada went to her room, and Kingsley 
to Mcin \\\Y^ ficmtie. 



CHAPTER XI. 

''curses, not loud, but deep/' 

The usual greetings over between Kingsley and Lily, he 
said, "I came in with Miss Knight; I overtook her 
within a few steps of the house/' 

" She is late to-day. She is generally back from her 
lesson at twelve o'clock/' 

''What a musician she will become with all this 
study ! '' he said carelessly. 

" Don't you think she has a splendid voice, and that 
it is worth cultivating ? '' 

" Yes, it is a beautiful voice.'' 

" But you have scarcely heard her. She dislikes sing- 
ing before strangers." 

" Then, why should she study so much ? Ts it to sing 
only to herself?" 

" She is going to make it her profession." 

" Ah ! " he said with a little start. 

Presently he took up a book of photographs, and 
turned them over. Then said suddenly, 

" Miss Knight will marry that Signer Florio, I sup- 
pose. Ah ! " he added quickly, " I have not seen this 
photograph of you before. I like it." 

" Which ? " she said, getting up and bending over him. 
"I don't like it, it looks silly. This other done with 
Miss Knight, when we were in Wales, is much better." 
I hate groups," he said impatiently. "You both 



C( 



134 ^ Youngs my Lard^ and True. 






look silly in that ; but give it to me, I can cut your head 
out/' As he spoke he drew it out of the book and put 
it in his pocket. 

What were we talking about ? *' 

About Miss Knight. You said you suppose she will 
marry Signer Florio, and I say for reply, I am sure she 
will not.'* 
" Why so ? " 

*' Because she cared for some one else long ago/' 
He turned his head round with a quick movement ; 
and then to disguise his interest, said contemptuously, 

'* Girls always think that they can love but once, 
and they live on that romantic notion till some new 
lover turns up ! '* 

" Why do you talk like that, Herbert ? '' she said 
drawing a little nearer to him. " I am sure I could 
never love any one but you.'' 

'' Not if I were to forget you ? or die, or something of 
that sort ? " 

Lily's face looked distressed and reproachful as she 
answered, " How can you think that I could love any one 
else ? " 

He stroked her hand and muttered something about 
her being a fond darling, and then added, laughing, 
'* And so you think your friend is like yourself, faithful 
even unto death ? " 

" I do. She was engaged to a cousin who died. She 
did not tell me that she could never love again, but I 
understood it ; I am sure she will never forget him. 
Don't you see how sad her face is ? Since I have known 
you, I can feel more fully how dreary her life must be. I 
think how dreadful it would be for me if anything were to 
happen to you ! ' 
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Here Lily pressed his hand and turned lovingly towards 
him. 

So this was the some one Miss St. George had cared for. 
A dead love ! Bah — ^before that she had forgotten another 
man, and how many since ? 

" Well, I prophesy that your friend will marry Signor 
Florio in spite of the little romance of her past." 

As he spoke, he felt sorry for his words ; they sounded 
like a horrible prediction. Good God, if it should come 
true I 

" I hope not, though I dare say it would be better for 
her, she is so lonely.'' 

*' Then why do you hope not ? " 

*' Because it does not seem the right ending for her.'' 

'* If she is going to be a singer, this man would be a 
help to her, I suppose." 

^' I dare say, but she is so beautiful, it does not seem as 
though her life ought to be quite like any one else's." 

'* You romantic little thing ! The more commonplace 
people's lives are the better, I think." 

'* By the way, this Signor Florio, whom we have dis- 
cussed so much, is coming to-night ; there are going to be 
several people to dinner, and I am to sing." 

" Alone ? " 

'' Yes, once alone, but Ada has promised to sing once 
with me. She will not come to dinner, she will come down 
in the evening." 

" How long does she stay with you ? I should think 
her govemessing is over ; you do not study much now, I 
fancy." 

'* Oh ! yes, I do a little ; but Miss Knight does a lot of 
things in the house for mamma and every one, and is most 
useful. We want her to stay till — ^tiU I am married [a 
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little blush and droop of the head] , but, I am afraid she 
will go soon/' 

" I shall never make up for Miss Knight, you are so- 
fond of her I '' 

'^ Nonsense, you are nicer than any one; besides, she 
can come and stay with us sometimes. Won't that be 
delightful r '' 

He could not echo the sentiment. No, thought he, the 
less Miss Knight is with us the better, once we are 
married. Why the mischief did Lily suggest such » 
thing ? It made him painfully alive to the very compli- 
cated state of his feelings. His engagement to Lily was 
pretty well known ; it had oozed out here and there, and 
not only in Park Lane, but in society, was an accepted 
fact. Why should the idea of Ada's being a guest of hi» 
wifc/s, bo so distasteful to him ? Oh, Kingsley, things 
had not improved by letting them take their ovni 

OOUfMU I 

" Who can toll what may happen ? " he said. " I dare 
nay you will not see very much of Miss Knight by-and- 
by. You Hay she is to be a singer ? her profession will 
occupy hor very much." 

*' YoH, I suppose so ; but remember this is a secret. I 
am afraid she would be cross if she knew that I had told 
you nho was going on the stage." 

" Going on the stage ! You did not say that." 

" Did I not ? That is what I meant. You must not 
toll." 

** T will not betray you ; but Miss Knight would not 
mind, I should think. We are not supposed to have any 
secrets. What are you going to wear to-night ? " he 
added. ^'We have talked quite enough about Miss 
Knight." 
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Too mucli^ for Eongsley is restless and absent in his- 
manner^ and that morning's tete-a-tp-te is unsatisfactory 
to Lily. There are but few tender sentences to say over 
fondly till they meet again^ but few loving glances to 
chronicle. 

During these weeks Ada had gained strength to play 
her part^ but Kingsley was growing impatient at her un- 
varied self-possession. He was engaged to Lily. Of 
course he did not dream of breaking his engagement ; he* 
was a man of honour; but why did Ada keep up this 
distant manner ? It could not be possible that she really 
had forgotten him ? That idea was too ridiciulous ! 
There would be nothing dishonourable in their acknowledg- 
ing each other as old friends, and in her telling him how 
she came to be in her present position. It would be 
much more frank and simple on her part; he hated 
mysteries. The fact of it was, she was an actress at 
heart ; she would be in her true element on the stage. 
What was this story about the dead cousin ? Probably 
told to awaken a romantic interest in her on the part ot 
lily. Now she was hand in glove with this music- 
master; every day at his house. She couid not live 
without excitement. He had formed a just estimate of" 
her long ago, when she was almost a child, and had done 
wisely to keep out of her path. Why should she have 
come across him now ? These were some of Kingsley's^ 
thoughts as he drove to Lady Grey's dinner party. 

He was annoyed with himself; annoyed with Ada;, 
trying to see clearly into his own heart and hers, and 
deceiving himself very thoroughly as to both. 

No Ada at dinner. Florio was there; all foreign 
characteristics as usual. Lady Grey had been very un- 
willing to invite him to dinner, but Sir Trevor represente 
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to her tliat she conld not invite him merely to make 
himself nsefhl in the evening. K she wished to ask him 
in his professional capacity, well and good, let her do so, 
bot she must pay him as a professional, and liberally 
withal ; or he. Sir Trevor, wonld none of it ! So Lady 
Orey decided to ask him to dinner as a friend ; outrage 
her parvenu feelings, and gratify her parsimonious ones. 
Miss Ejiight, of course, there was no necessity to bid to 
the feast ! So she provided a nonentity of tender years 
for Signer Florio ; to whom, Florio did not say above 
three sentences, making himself exceedingly fascinating 
to his other neighbour, from whom he extracted as much 
information as possible about Kingsley. 

Even a modem dinner comes to an end some time, and 
at an advanced hour men and women find themselves to- 
gether again after a lengthy separation. 

An interesting change in the company — interesting, at 
least to Kingsley and Florio, was that Ada was there. 
The sad expression had rather deepened in her face. 
Very weary was she of everything ; wanting to be away 
from Park Lane, away especially from Kingsley and Lily. 
Before dinner, while she aided Lily in dressing, the latter 
had chattered fondly and childishly to her friend of her 
plans and hopes, of her future home, of her happiness, of 
Ada^s coming to her. To all this Ada could give but 
unenthusiastic replies, and felt troubled and sad. Her 
duty was very plain. The sooner she left this the 
better. 

Looking at Ada's sad face as he entered, Kingsley 
forgot all the severe judgments he had passed upon her, 
and stepped forward eagerly to shake hands, but Florio 
was there before him and was speaking to her. Florio 
«nd he had had some conversation in the dining-room, 
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the former growing confident, but athwart his foreign 
speech and manner and tinted spectacles^ a something 
floated into Kingsley's mind which stirred some dim 
memory, and though Plorio thinks it not, he is likely to 
have closer observation from Kingsley in future; an 
observation by which he would not feel himself flattered, 
did he but know ! 

Kingsley began talking at random to an old lady to 
whom he did not feel himself called upon to pay much 
attention, and looked at Ada. She had stood up to give 
her seat to some one, for the rooms were filling. Lady 
Orey was going to have a reception which would delight 
her eyes in the ^ Morning Post ' next day. 

Kingsley's eyes could rest on Ada untiringly. She 
was pleasant to look at ; the perfect oval of her face — 
the delicate features — ^pale transparent skin, and dreamy 
«yes. Every movement, every gesture seemed to lend 
her beauty. Her fairness was the fairness of an Italian, 
not an Englishwoman ; soft and pure as the light of a 
summer^s moon. A woman, as Florio deemed, to go mad 
for. 

Kingsley moved a step nearer, irresistibly attracted. 
She was talking to Plorio, he overheard her words. 

^^ I am glad you have come in, I do not feel so alone in 
this crowd.'' 

"You are looking ill,'* he said. "Remember Signer 
Oarcioni's warning. If you don't take care of yourself, 
your voice will go." 

"Heaven forbid! What should I do then? But 
there is no danger of that, I think." 

^^ No. I do not want to frighten you. Are you going 
to sing to-night ? " 

" A duet ; you know the one we practised last day." 
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"Why do you consent to be made use of in this 
way?'' 

" Why not ? Miss Grey likes it/' 

" Well, well, you will not sing a solo ? " 

*' No, do not be afraid ; I am not in the humour for 
showing oflF. But you," she added, smiling, ^^ why do 
you consent to be made use of either ? " 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

" Cela m'est bien egal. I gain something by it. I 
get new pupils. Do you see that young lady with 
curls ? " 

'' Yes." 

'' I am going to teach her. No doubt she has a voice 
well worth cultivating ! " 

'' But her voice must be quite gone, she is old ! " 

'^ Nevertheless, she is going to be my pupil." 

" That is not conscientious, is it ? " 

" Bah ! — ^if people are fools, we must profit by their 
foolishness." 

Kingsley was listening to all this, and making a most 
foolish jumble of his conversation with the old lady. 

This music-master took a great deal upon himself, 
dictating to Ada whether she should sing or not. He 
might be preparing her for the stage, but that alone 
would give him no right to speak thus; and, after all, Ada 
did not seem in love with the fellow. Perhaps the 
scoundrel was working his way into her favour ; getting^ 
her in his power, and she did not know it. It would be 
common kindness to thwart him — to open her eyes. She 
was very much alone, poor giri ! and did not seem to have 
any one to advise her. In the old days she had listened 
to him j why should he not be kind to her again ? There 
would be no breach of fealty to Lily in giving a word 
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of advice to this girl. He was a man of the world, and 
he knew how to give it in such a way that there could 
be no misconstruction of his motive. Surely his influ- 
ence was more likely to be good than that of a rascally 
music-master ! She might be more willing to listen to 
Florio than to him, and he remembered uncomfortably 
his failure of a few days past. However, he would try 
again. 

By-and-by Lady Grey made Lily sing. Florio had 
to accompany her. 

By a skilful manoeuvre, Kingsley freed himself from 
his aged companion — who wondered how that sweet 
Miss Grey could have fallen in love with such a dull 
man — ^and came alongside of Ada, who shook hands with 
him. 

There he was now in excellent position, but what was 
he to say ? Where was this calm counsel, this friendly 
advice that he had thought of? He was thinking of a 
certain moonlit night — a balcony — oleander trees — pink 
blossoms nestling near a fair face. 

Ada had her head turned towards the piano. She 
was listening to Lily, but was uncomfortable because 
Kingsley stood beside her. 

" Won^t you sit down ? '' he whispered, moving a 
chair near her. 

She shook her head and again looked towards Lily. 
It was natural that she should give her attention to the 
singer. Lily was fairly launched in her song; if he 
spoke at all, it must be at once. 

" You will sing a solo to-night, will you not ? '' 

His voice was low, but Florio could see his lips move, 
and being a very skilful musician, played on, yet gave his 
attention to the two who were standing fiill in his sight. 
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No/' she said quietly. 

Signer does not permit you ? " [in a slightly sneer- 
ing tone] . 

" I do not wish it myself/' Still she kept her head 
turned towards the piano. 

"You desire to give pleasure to no one but your 
singing-master.'' 

Why should he speak thus ? Why should he try to 
make this trifling refusal of hers seem ungracious and 
ugly ? She flushed a little and answered quickly, 

" I do like to give pleasure, or rather happiness, though 
it is a thing one can do seldom, but I do not care to 
please in trifles, at least I think not, it seems a petty, 
personal gratification, and — ^" 

" And ? " 

" I think people should understand that there is often 
a reason for the refusal of a trifle, and that it is not from 
simple disagreeableness." 

^'Yes, I understand. You are going to be a pro- 
fessional singer, and you wish to follow your master's 
advice in everything ; but I am a man of the world. Miss 
Ejiight, do you mind my saying something to you?" 
He was working up to his wise counsel. 

"No, but that preface puts me on the defensive at 
once," she smiled a little as she spoke ; '^ for I believe 
that the more people act in an ^Tiworldly way, the better." 
She was thoroughly interested ; had turned her head 
towards him and was speaking low and rapidly. She 
had forgotten about the singing. 

" Then I am silent/' he said stiffly. 
No, you have begun, please say the rest/' 
It is only this — ^foolish in your eyes because worldly. 
You are very young and evidently without friends ; in 
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enthusiasm about your art, beware of putting yourself in 
the power of a man who may be interested in you and 
a help to you/' 

" Signer Florio is my very best friend/' she said hotly. 
She could see no object in speaking vaguely. She 
had not noticed that the music had stopped ; that there 
was a crowd of applauders round Lily, and that Florio 
had slipped away and was rapidly approaching her on 
the other side. 

'^ I do not warn you against Signer Florio. I know 
nothing about him; he may be the best fellow in the 
world — well, of course it's not my business. I can't 
stand seeing a fellow give himself airs of authority. I 
fancied you might be unconsciously allowing yourself to 
be bullied ; and as you are Lily's friend, I thought I 
might say something." 

He had got very entangled ; began to think that he 
was making much ado about nothing, and felt angry 
and awkward. 

Ada was silent. What a strange way of showing his 
interest ! Why could he not have said — because I knew 
you long ago. She did not want to be patronised as 
Lily's friend, and yet she did not wish him to go away 
offended with her. 

^^ It is very kind of you," she said softly. '' It is true, 
I have not many friends, but I prize those few I have, 
and I think I can rely on them, specially on Signer 
Florio. I have known him a long time, and he says 
that it is die rigueur I should not have my singing talked 
about before I appear on the stage." 

He was angry at her self-possession and quietude; 
angry at having spoken at all, yet unwilling to relinquish 
the|subject. 
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You were not so willing to follow advice once/' lie 
«aid quickly. Then he added, '' This Florio is infallible^ 
then ? His word is law ? '' 

The last words Florio was near enough to hear. They 
stood one on each side of her — the two brothers ! 

At the allusion to the past, Ada had looked rounds 
and as Kingsley stiopped speaking, she saw Florio. His 
lips were drawn tight over his teeth, and there was a 
rigid, cruel look in his face. His eyes were fixed on 
Kingsley, and his whole body was bent forward as if 
with diflS-culty kept back. A piece of music was uncon- 
sciously crushed in his hand. An instant of astonisb- 
ment when Ada looked at him — then conviction flashed 
into her mind I It was one of those moments of 
illumination for which we cannot account. No faint 
suspicions had led up to it. There was no tangible proof 
now, but Ada knew that Florio was Kingsley' s brother ! 

All that Florio had ever told her of his past life came 
swiftly into her mind. The story of his death was an 
invention; his existence a reality, and a crowd of 
thoughts came sweeping in on her brain in a maddening 
way. 

With a tremendous effort she held herself to the 
present moment ; averted her eyes from Florio, before 
he detected that she had seen him, and said to Kingsley 
with a smile, though she was very white and her lips felt 
stiff and strange, 

'^ I have great confidence in him, and in these matters 
at least he must be the best judge." 

Florio heard her words, recovered himself a little, and 
^rew back a few steps ; within earshot, but, as he thought^ 
nnseen. 

The expression of Florio's face was horribly present to 
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Ada. She did not mind whether her worda were 
unpleasant to Kingsley ; perhaps she could explain them 
by-and-by. At present she must gain time for thought 
to grapple with this new discovery, and she dreaded lest 
any words of hers or Kingsley's might develop that 
revengeful look and thought into some overt act. 

Anything seemed possible to her. She was simply 
seized with fear in an altogether bewildering way, and 
felt as if standing between two lives, and that one or the 
other existence might be endangered by a hasty move- 
ment on her part. 

Kjngsley was mortified beyond measure, and anxious 
to take up neutral ground, and appear as indiflferent as 
possible. 

'' Let us hope,^' he said sneeringly, ^' that your friend's 
advice on all matters will be right in your eyes. You 
are going on the stage, are you not ? '' 

'' Yes.'' 

" Lily told me, and said it was a secret. I said you 
must expect that I should be told." 

^^ Of course ; besides, a woman never keeps a secret." 

She laughed as she spoke. She felt something driving 
her to talk, whether the words were to the purpose or not. 

'^ You, I should think, are very capable of it." This 
was said so low that Florio could not catch the words. 

There was a movement among the guests, and Lily 
was coming towards them. She stopped to speak to 
Florio. Ada took in what it meant. They were to sing 
together. She knew that she might risk a few words to 
Kingsley while Florio's attention was engaged with 
Lily. She turned towards him, looking at him very full 
in the face. 

It was the first time that he had looked quite into her 
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eyes since the old Hombnrg days. Eyes^ sad and true, 
which touched him strangely and should have given him 
courage to see things as they really were^ and not cling 
to the mere rags and tatters of truth. 

" I can/' she said, " when there is a necessity, and 
every man of honour ought to respect a secret/' 

Then she took a step forward, and Florio from his side 
doing the same, they found themselves standing close 
together. 

'' Mademoiselle, on vous attend.'' 

Intensely real was all this scene, though having such 
strange elements in it, and Ada coming out of her 
bewilderment, now that Florio looked as usual, began 
to recognise that new and terrible facts had entered 
into her life. 



CHAPTER XIL 

''to fbab the woest, oft cubes the wobse/' 

Piece to piece Ada^ when alone that nighty was fitting 
the two stories— Florio's broken aUusions to his own life 
and Lily^s account of Kingsley's family history. They 
agreed strangely, aUowing for the confusion that Florio 
would naturally have thrown into his tale. Tet this 
<5omparison could not convince her more thoroughly of 
the exactitude of her discovery than that unreasonable 
lightning flash of recognition that came to her in Florio's 
and Elingsley's presence. The possibility of the identity 
of Florio with Kjngsley's convict brother, had never even 
faintly dawned on Ada, yet in that instant it had become 
a certainty. There was no resemblance between the two 
brothers, unless £Ekintly, in the tone of their voices. 
It was as rapid this conviction as when one glides un- 
thinkingly down a river and suddenly recognises that, 
though there is no palpable change around, one's boat 
is in the current, and danger lies ahead. 

That concentrated cruelty of expression was like a 
lantern on a dark night, throwing a long stream of light 
on the path Florio had trodden, and might tread in 
future 1 

To look into these two lives at once was too madden- 
ing to Ada. She could form no distinct ideas about 
them; she could only fear exceedingly. She tried to 
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think of Florio, thrusting aside the thought of Kingsley 
for a time, just because it clamoured to have the first 
place, and threatened to put an end to all connected 
reflection. This was the truth then. For about six 
months she had been in constaut association with a 
convict, and lately this acquaintance had deepened into 
friendship, so that he had become her counsellor in most 
things, and an essential element in her life. 

Looking at this fact roughly on the surface, it was 
quite a thing to shudder at. A murderer, an escaped 
convict, her almost daily companion I But Ada had no 
vulgar fear in her soul. This new knowledge could not 
lessen one whit the intimacy that had grown up, nor make 
it anything diflFerent from what it had been. She had 
no kinship with a mind that would try by freshly-acquired 
Kght to distort past relations and events into something 
ugly and hateful. 

In the past, things had been simple and true to Ada^ 
why should they not be true still ? She tried now to see 
into the very heart of this man Florio. She shivered a 
little as she thought of the young life taken by his hand ; 
the fair upturned face, one moment quivering with passion 
and emotion, the next, fixed and still. Yet through all 
the scene of horror she could understand the swift blind 
rage at deception and falsehood; how unconsciously 
almost he might have struck the woman whose lips and 
eyes had lied to him, and turned away scarce knowing 
what he had done. Then she understood, too, the bitter 
feeling that settled down on his heart when his own 
brother^s words sealed his condemnation, and he looked 
out on his changed life. A man of intellect and refinement 
to be the companion of ignorant men, coarsely and bru- 
tally vicious and hardened. His escape, his supposed 
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death ; all that was confused to Ada^ but his present life 
and position even now, she could see the hopeless isola- 
tion and bitterness of it. 

There was no gathering close of her garments, no 
passing by on the other side to avoid further contact with 
this criminal, but still nearer would Ada draw if so she 
could see how the development of the best and extinction 
of the worst in his soul could be eflfected. She recog- 
nised his vindictiveness, but thought it might be swept 
away could he but look diflferently on the past and future* 

Ada did not see clearly enough the cruelty of Plorio's 
nature — the utter relentlessness of the man which would 
sweep aside whatever resisted him as chaflF before the 
wind, — the love of power which would crush or exalt 
according to his ideas of justice or merit — the force of 
intellect which never allowing him to be beaten down 
by circumstances, built up an order of things by which 
right was on his side and his conduct justifiable. (In 
which order of things there were some flashes of truth.) 
All this Ada did not see very far into, though she read 
plainly his sufferings, and piercing swiftly through much 
evil, found the hidden good in him. It was there to be 
found, as it is in most people, and there can be no more 
clear-sighted searcher for such than a pure-hearted 
woman. 

Ada was sanguine about this man ; thought that, could 
this unforgivingness be purged out of his soul, all might 
be well. Could he but be brought to see things dif- 
ferently ! This she did not despair of, seeing that there 
was no stupidity in his character — an element impossible 
to deal with. 

She might have known, poor girl I from the instinctive 
movement she had made towards Eangsley, and the fear 
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for him that had seized her^ that this wrathful revenge 
of Florio was likely to be too strong a power for her to 
oppose. 

Her plan of leaving the Greys was now completely put 
aside ; she must be there to watch events as long as she 
eould. Should she tell Kingsley what she had discovered 
and warn him f It seemed scarcely a right or safe thing 
to do. The very recognition of his brother by Eongsley 
might cause Florio's wrath to leap out into some act of 
revenge ; and yet if she were silent, might she not be un- 
consciously a party tiO some calamity which might fall on 
Sangsley ? 

It seemed all in her hands. She might soften Florio ;: 
make his life good to him without satisfying his revenge. 
She might reconcile the two brothers, but how ? Every 
moment she thought of it things became more hopeless 
and confused. To save Kingsley from any possible mis- 
fortune she would do anything, sacrifice anything. Her 
love for him was yet strong and deep. She saw his great 
fault — ^that want of courage to look into the heart of 
things. She knew this, yet dwelt not on it, feeling that 
love is not relative. But the unacknowledged knowledge 
was a pain, and showed her how far apart they were. 
Be would accept circumstances as they came, while sh& 
must face them bravely, and struggle for him, for Lily, 
for Florio even; must be apparently cold, hard, unreal,^ 
while the truth was in her heart unrecognised. 

What should she do ? What should she do ? This 
strange mesh of dijKculties was drawing very closely 
about her. How was it possible to free herself? She 
must adopt some decided line of conduct; affairs had 
eome to such a point that she could not halt between tw o 
opinions. 
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This is what she thought of — to stay at Park Lane^ 
watchful of what might occur. In no way to shrink 
fix)m Plorio, but rather to seek his society more and 
more. To use her softening influence with him, so that 
he should feel that, outcast though he was, some one 
took an interest in his life. To bind him by that means 
to society, and thus destroy the feeling likely to arise in 
his breast — that being cut oflf from his fellows, he was no 
longer responsible for his actions towards them. 

When Ada thought of the fierce hatred in Florio's 
eyes, as he looked at Kingsley, her power seemed weak, 
but she balanced against that his long conversations 
with her, in which she had had glimpses of much in his 
heart that seemed soft and malleable. It seemed to Ada, 
in these moments of exaltation, that she could interpose 
between the two brothers, could turn away Plorio's 
wrath, and be as a guardian angel to Kingsley. Her 
love having no return, and looking for none, sustained 
itself, and had in it something sublime, working unknown 
and unrequited. 

We are very human, men and women alike, and in 
spite of ideal dreamings, we may set ourselves a task too 
high for us. It is best to strive nevertheless. It is 
finer to soar and fall, than grovel always on the earth. 

When morning came, a July morning, bright and 
beautiful; waking and remembering last night's scene, 
Ada's fears were less. Things could not look very bad 
when the sun shone, and the air blew soft and sweet 
through the window, in spite of having travelled acrosR 
the London streets. Surely schemes of revenge could 
not harbour in the heart of man on a morning like this I 

The ordinary course of events was somewhat altered 
at Park Lane next morning. Lily was ill; a slight 
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attack of fever to which she was subject; nothing to 
alarm any one^ but she must stay in bed and Ada of 
course must nurse her. How was slie to go to Signor 
Florio's that morning? and yet if she did not go, 
Plorio might imagine all sorts of things, and it would be 
but a bad beginning for her new scheme. She would 
ask Lily to let her go for a little while. 

^^ It seems a selfish thing to ask/' she said as she sat 
cooling Lily's head with eau de Cologne and water, " but 
could you spare me for half an hour ? '' 

'^ Oh ! your lesson, I forgot," she said quickly, a little 
hurt at Ada's wanting to go. To one ill and in pain, it 
seems unreasonable and rather heartless that everything 
should go on as usual. 

''I do not want to take my lesson, but merely say 
something to Signor Florio which is of importance." 

*^ If you really do not want your lesson, write a little 
note aiid send it by the groom." 

" I would like to go myself. Is it unkind of me ? " 

" No, dear," she said languidly, " go, but be quick 
back, because Herbert will be here at eleven or twelve. 
I do not want mamma to take any messages to him, I 
want you." 

There had been a little scene between mother and 
daughter. Lily, poor child ! saw no reason why her 
betrothed should not come up and see her. Lady Grey 
had declared it highly improper, and had wondered 
how Lily could think of such a thing ; whereupon Lily 
had become quite cross, — ^having looked upon it as 
simple and natural, and finding a fuss made about it, and 
thoughts thrust upon her which were not at all in her 
mind. So Lily would have no communication with 
Kingsley through her mother, but determined that Ada 
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should be the bearer of all her little messages. Ada acqui- 
esced, not thinking much about it at the time, being in 
extreme haste to see Florio and come back again ; but^ 
truly, had she thought of it ever so much, and of its 
possible painfulness, she could not have refused. 

Ada sped to Piccadilly as fast as she could, and found 
Florio expecting her as usual ; rather impatient and 
suspicious because the hour was a little past. 

" I am not going to take my lesson to-day,^' she said 
quickly, as she shook hands. 

She was rather glad of this change. It gave her con- 
fidence, this hurried meeting and anxiety about Lily. To 
meet Florio quite on the same footing, knowing all she 
now did, was by no means easy at first. 

" Why ? '^ he asked quickly, a sharp flash of distrust 
in his eyes. 

" Miss Grey is ill.'' 

" Anything serious ? '' 

" A slight attack of fever. It won't be much, I think.'' 
He did not speak for a minute. She had not sat down, 
^nd they were standing opposite to one another. 

^^ Must you cease your lessons while it lasts ? " 

" I suppose so, for two or three days." 

^^ It will be a great disadvantage to you, I do not like 
your doing so — what does it matter about Miss Grey ? " 

Ada looked astonished. 

" Excuse me," he added, " but you seem suddenly so 
indifierent. Is your enthusiasm dying out already ? " 

^^Not at all," she answered with warmth, ^^how can 
you think so ; but you forget I am Lady Grey's servant, 
^nd can I do just as I like ? Besides this, Lily really 
wants me, and I like her too well to see her suflPering 
a.nd leave her." 
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His lip curled. All very fine diis, but lie would like 
to see to the bottom of it. However^ nothing was to be 
gained by making her augry ; and even with the borrible 
vision of Kingsley present and himself absent^ be mnst 
control his feelings. 

'' I am unreasonable/' he said after a moment^ '' but I 
dread your growiug lukewarm now at the eleventih 
hour ; all my ambition is in you. Besides, such a finale 
would destroy all the notions I have formed of your 
character/' 

This truly was a very sagacious speech for a man en> 
raged and thwarted ; suspecting much, and looking far 
deeper into the possibilities of meetings in the sick rooni 
than Ada did. 

'' Miss Grrey will be well in a few days, I think ; and as 
to my growing lukewarm, you need not fear it. Every 
day my art becomes more and more necessary to me. In 
fact, I do not think you have any idea how much I regret 
any stop coming in my practice here, and how seljishlif 
sorry I am that Lily is ill." 

There was so much truth in her manner from reasons 
that he knew not, that he was convinced — convinced that 
on Ada's part there was no connivance at avoiding him 
and throwing herself into Kingsley's society. But he 
was impatient at two or three days' separation from her. 
Clearly enough he had seen through Eangsley last night. 
He was in love with Ada. What might not these few 
days do ? Was it possible to be sure of auy woman ? 

'^ You are looking ill," he said, taking her hand and 
looking very searchingly into her face. 

True, her features had a drawn look this morning, and 
her eyes seemed unrefreshed with sleep. 

''I am worried about a number of things," she 



To Fear the Worst ^ oft Cures the Worse. 155 

answered, thinkuig it best to be truthful under sucb 
scrutiny. 

*' You will not tell me what it is ? I am your friend/^ 

'' I hate talking about petty troubles, but I believe in 
your friendship/' 

''Well, one thing before you go. Will you promise 
something I am going to ask ? *' 

''Without knowing what it is ?'' she said, laughing a 
little. 

" Yes, it is only a trifle.^' 

" Very well, I promise,*' she said quickly, feeling un- 
comfortable, but determined to risk it and show confi- 
dence in him. 

" It is simply this — ^to take a little walk every after- 
noon, if only for half an hour, while Miss Grey is ill, and 
to let me join you.*' 

A slight cloud of hesitation came over her face at th& 
last words. 

" You will not ? You disKke being seen with a music- 
master, perhaps ? '* 

" That is too ridiculous ! What am I ? The only 
diflSculty is my getting away from Lily, but I'll try.'' 

"Shall we say at the Marble Arch at three o'clock, 
every afternoon ? " 

" Yes ; but if something prevents me coming, you wiU 
not wait and will not be cross ? " 

"No." 
Then, good-bye." She held out her hand. 
How dreary the mornings will be," he said as he^ 
took it, " your friendship is quite everything to me now. 
You only can drive the devil out of me" [he smiled 
grimly] . " By Jove, he has taken possession lately in 
right earnest ! " 
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He little knew how well she understood him. 

'' I shall leave the Greys as soon as I can/' she said^ 
^'and then^ hard work and no interruptions. I really 
look forward to it with pleasure." 

He wrung her hand^ and she went away with a strange 
^ead in her heart. 

She got back to Park Lane in time to sit with Lily 
A little while before Kingsley came. Lady Grey came 
in and fidgeted a little about the room ; then said to Ada^ 

'' I was surprised, Miss Knight, at your going out when 
there is sickness in the house.'* 

'^ There, mamma — don't make a fuss ! " said Lily 
quickly ; " I sent Miss Knight out, and she was not half 
-an hour away/' 

Lily felt very much inclined to take any one's part 
against her mother this morning. 

'' It was for your sake I spoke, Lily, but of course 
your mother is always wrong." 

Therewith she flounced out of the room, to the relief 
of Lily, who had many loving messages to give to Ada 
for Kingsley. 

" That is his knock ! " she said presently. '^ Go 
down to the study, and come back soon and tell me 
all he says." 

So Ada went. 

Kingsley, expecting Lily, was much astonished to see 
Ada come in alone. 

" Lily is ill," she said, " she has a slight attack of 
fever." 

" When did this happen ? " he said quickly, with 
anxiety in his voice. 

" She was not very well last night, and this morning 
she cannot raise her head." 
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" I can see her ? ^^ 

'' No ! she sent many messages to you. She wants to* 
see yon very much, but her mother won^t allow it, and 
she is very much teased about it/' 

'' What a fool that woman is ! *' he said with an 
impatient movement, "Why can't I go to the poor 
child's room, as I would to my own sister's if she were 
iU?" 

'' I don't see why you should not see Lily." 

'' And can you not put a little common sense into her 
mother's head ? " 

Quite hopeless ? " she said, smiling. 
Has Lily seen a doctor ? " 

" Yes." 

" What does he say ? " 

"That it is a kind of low fever, and that she will 
be well in a few days." 

" Does she suffer pain ? " 

" Her head aches much, and she is nervous and 
restless." 

" Why do you stand ? " he asked. 

" I promised to go back to Lily, and tell her all you 
said," she answered, smiling. 

They were not inclined to be at cross purposes to-day> 
these two. 

" Stay, I will write her a little line." 

So saying, he tore a leaf out of his pocket-book^ 
scribbled something quickly, and handed it to Ada. 

" Shall I go now ? " he said. 

" No, wait a minute, she might have something more 
to say." 

Ada went away with the little note. Kingsley paced 
the room restlessly till her return. Why should he so 
wish her to come back 7 
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'^ Lily told me to say/' said Ada as she entered, '' that 
her head is too bad to write a little line, but that 
she liked yoor note, and yon are to come this evening. 
She will be up. Since her mother chooses to be so 
^lisagreeable, she will get up whether it is good for her 
or not ? '' 

"No; she most not be silly. What does it matter 
-about a day or two? I shall see her when she is 
better/' 

'^ She thinks it matters a great deal. She looked so 
happy to get your letter.'* 

Thus Ada strove to be quite loyal to Lily. 
" Poor child ! " he said gently. 

His eyes were on Ada ; he was thinking how ill she 
looked. Why could he not speak to her as a friend ? 
Because he was not her lover, that was no reason why he 
should be cold and distant. 

"You must not tire yourself nursing Lily," he said 
quickly; "you look quite ill to-day. There is no reason 
for anxiety surely ? " 

" No, none at all, and I am quite well and not tired ; 
thank you." 

Her lips quivered; she could not quite command 
herself. All that she had learnt last night — all that she 
hoped to do — all the keen feeling that had been 
roused within such a short time, — overwrought her a 
little, yet there was something in her manner which 
made it impossible to Kingsley to break her reserve, 
or do otherwise than accept the position she had 
assumed. 

" You are worried about something, perhaps ? Every- 
one has troubles. I should like you to think me, 
;as well as Lily, your friend. It is a stupid fancy of 
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mine^ for I confess I can^t see what good my friendship 
will do yon.'* 

'^ One is always glad to add to the list of one's friends, 
and mine is so short. But friendship has such different 
meanings to people/^ 

'' To you it means ? '* he said eagerly. 

She flushed, and answered very rapidly, 

'* To me it means a simple belief in your fiiend — in his 
truth, though it be hidden. A belief which prevents all 
desire to look into and criticise motives, which he keeps 
back from you — a belief which, whether there be light 
or darkness on his path, makes you recognise him as the 



same/^ 



Why should he not grant her such belief ? It would 
be a help to her in her task. 

He was silent for a minute, then looked up at her 
earnestly. 

^' Every one can't give that belief; facts are sometimes 
too hard/' 

She shrugged her shoulders, and the reserved look 
came back in her face. Then angry at his puzzled 
expression, she said quickly, 

''If belief is impossible, then you have not the 
faintest part in the life of your friend. Don't give In'nn 
the shadow of a thought." 

Very beautiful she looked, with almost a defiant glance 
in her eyes, which was strangely contradicted by the Boft 
quiver of her lips. 

Why did she not say, I have not forgotten you, but I 
think it better you should not recognise me openly. I 
have a good reason for concealing my name ? Why 
these mysterious allusions ? He was a man of the world. 
He was not to be deluded into a childish belief. If she 



i6o So Voungj my Lord^ and True. 

cared for his friendship^ she mast be frank. What had 
been her Ufe all these years ? A woman with a storj I 
It was written on her face. What was it ? 

Ejngsley felt himself injured by her reticence^ badly 
treated in fact ; altogether forgetful that he had not the 
shadow of a claim on Ada^s confidence. 

"It is quite true/' he said, "it is better not to 
trouble one's head about people, but one is often 
interested unconsciously. If you have any artistic feel- 
ing beauty interests you ; you try to trace the connection 
between mind and form. It is a disappointing study* 
A man's outer life, his manners, his words may suit with 
his appearance, but his true self may be very diSerent* 
It is better, as you say, not to give such people the 
shadow of a thought." 

He spoke quite carelessly, with a half smile on his 
lips, and turning over the leaves of a book with one 
hand. His words did not fall lightly on Ada's ear. 
They were hard and cruel. What could she answer, 
without betraying herself? His apparent sang-froid 
added to her emotion. All her plans, all her thoughts 
were for him, and he was coolly telling her that she 
was false, that her life was not true. If she spoke now, 
she could not control her words. What might she not 
say ? The only thing was silence. 

" All just persons are satisfied with their own praise, 
they refuse to explain themselves, and are content that 
new actions should do them that office; they believe 
that we communicate without speech and above speech, 
and that no right action of ours is unafiecting to our 
friends.'^ 

These words came into Ada's head with a sort of dull 
echo of comfort. The afterthought of a man who. 
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perhaps, had suflfered much from wrong judgments, but 
surely of little avail in the moment of indignant emotion. 
After a few moments Ada said, 

'^ What a rambling discussion we have gone into, and 
what is the good of it ? ^' 

Her voice was sad and low at the last words, but she 
recovered herself quickly and added, ^'Lily will want 
me back again. Is there any other message f ^' 

Kingsley had forgotten all about her. 

'^ No,^^ he said, " I shall see her this evening*^' 

They looked at one another as Kingsley turned to go. 
It was a questioning look. Could they but see straight 
into one another^ s soul ! But over Ada there was a veil of 
apparent untruth, and beneath it Kingsley could no 
quite see the brave true self. With Kingsley artificial 
truth and honour blinded him, and prevented him recog- 
nising himself ; how then could Ada see clearly into his 
soul? 

They shook hands. So near and so inexplicable to 
'each other ! Involuntarily Kingsley^s grasp tightened 
on her hand j the long firm pressure she knew so well. 
Then he turned away abruptly. 

" To-night then if I call, I shall see Lily ? '' 

^' Yes about eight o'clock she will come down for a 
little.^' 

" Shall I have the infinite pleasure of seeing Lady 
Orey?'' 

'' No, she dines out to-night.'^ 

'' The Lord be praised ! '' 

With which pious thanksgiving he went away. 

Lily was on the sofa in the study when Kingsley came 
that evening. Sir Trevor and Lady Grey dined out. 
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Ada left the lovers bj themselves at first, and sat in her 
room feeling very lonely. 

Thoughts crowded into her head so fast that she could 
put no order amongst them and they were only a tan- 
gled mass. How strange that she should feel so helpless 
to-night ! She had always known what to do before ; 
now it seemed to her that her very desire to ward off 
evil would hasten it on. What could she do? 

After awhile as she thought of Eangsley's kinder 
manner when they parted, and of the old pressure of her 
hand, she felt more courage. 

By-and-by she began to see things more clearly. 
Florio's rage had been connected with her somehow 
the other night; and thinking calmly she remembered 
this, and the question arose in her mind quickly and 
painfully — Why was this ? In many ways she tried to 
explain it to herself; keeping away from the true 
cause j fluttering round and round and turning her head 
away as a bird before a serpent^s eye. It might be that 
Plorio thought Kingsley might influence her against 
him* Yet how could that be, seeing that Kingsley had 
evidently not recognised him ? Perhaps he thought that 
Kingsley, as well as others, might try to change her pur- 
pose of being an actress, and Florio was a man who 
could not bear to be foiled in anything he had set his 
heart on. No, this could not be ; why should he think 
any one would or could influence her ? Ada^s mind took 
a few more hopeless gyrations, and then settled down 
with repulsion and dread on the true idea — Florio loved 
her ! 

It made her dizzy to think of it. She had to get up 
and arrange some flowers on her table, turn over some 
music, put aside some books, and so free herself a little 
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from the unpleasant grasp this thought seemed to have 
taken of her. Thus breaking somewhat the haunting 
nature of her reflections, she accustomed herself to this 
new idea. 

The love of such a man seemed to have something 
fatal about it, though when she argued with herself a 
little, it did not appear so dreadful. 

All love, if it be true, has a refining and* beautifying 
effect, and why should it be less powerful in a sad blighted 
life than in a happy one ? Why should she turn from 
his love with loathing if she could do him any good ? 
What use was she to any one ? Finding no joy on her 
path, why should she not ennoble her Ufe by dedicating 
it to others ; even helping a little this man whom society 
had cast forth and would hold out no hand to ? But 
how to do this ? To love him, as she feared he loved 
her, was impossible, but she could show him that at least 
she loved no one else ; that she was his friend and would 
be so always. She could separate herself from all con- 
nection with Kingsley, so as to make Florio^s fierce, 
cruel suspicions impossible. Then when Kingsley was 
married, and she was an actress, Florio would surely 
be satisfied, even though she could not love him quite. 
She felt quieter, though there was a dread in her heart, 
unshaken by argument, that events might have some 
new combination which would make all her plans and all 
her strivings vain. 

Lily's maid came to tell Ada that she was wanted in 
the study, so she went down. 

" Why do you stay all alone,'* Lily said, " we want 
you ? '' 

Kingsley got up and brought a chair, and Ada sat 
close to them both. It seemed peaceful there, after the 
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tronble of her own thoughts^ and both faces looked 
kindlj ; no stiffness or coldness in Ejngsley^s expression. 
The change was very welcome to Ada. 

Are you better ? '' Ada said, taking Lily's hand. 
Yes, I am better, bnt Miss Knight, I think it is hot 
in London, and it woold be much nicer down at Kings- 
court. Herbert and I were just saying so.'' 

" Do yon think of going, then ? '' Ada said quickly. 

Involuntarily she looked at Kingsley for a reply. 

"We must work the oracle," he said, '* I don't know 
whether Lady Grey will object." 

" Mamma won^t mind for a little while," said Lily. 
''We can come back here, but I think a week in the 
country would be so nice." 

*' We have been making all sorts of plans," she added. 
'' The fifteenth will be my birthday, and we might have 
a dance at Eangscourt. A country dance is always so 
pleasant ; not like the town crushes." 

'' When do you want to go ? " 

" The day after to-morrow." 

So they all talked about it, and then Kingsley told 
them stories till Sir Trevor and Lady Grey came back. 

All the while one thought repeated itself in Ada's 
brain : If they go to Kingscourt, I must not go with 
them. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

''what shoctld one such do with LOVBy 

Thbee o^clock at the Marble Arch. Ada remembered 
her appointment next day, and was going to meet Plorio 
with this new intelligence for him — she was going to 
Kingscourt. She knew all Plorio would say; how in 
every way he would condemn it, and yet she longed so 
exceedingly for a few days' quiet that she resolved to see 
how he would receive the announcement, and hoped to 
carry out her wishes. 

Mono was waiting for her and looked bright as he saw 
her coming. They turned into the Park together. 

'* I am so glad you came,'' he said, *' I am afraid if you 
had not appeared I should have broken my promise." 

'' How ? " 

'' I should have been cross." 

He seemed in his best mood. Ada grew hopefiil. 

" We are two workers out for a holiday," he said 
laughing, " Where would you like to go ? Would you 
like to see some picture gallery ? " 

" No, I like a walk best." 

So they strolled along arm-in-arm towards Kensington 
Gardens, and Plorio told Ada that it was almost certain 
that she should make her debut in three weeks or a 
month. 

" You must," he added, " be not only in good voice 
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and tminiug by that time, bat yoa must be strong and 
well. Y'.m are looking anything but strong now, I think/' 

l^h(*so words gave Ada an idea, to help her out of her 
dif&cnlty. 

" I foel rather worn-out lately," she said. 

" By the way, how is Miss Grey ? I forgot all about 
her/' 

'^ She is much better, and I think will go to Kingscourt 
to-morrow for a few days/' 

" You are not going with them ? '' he said, with a quick 
movement of his head towards her. 

" I don't know ; I wanted to talk to you about it,^' she 
answered as (quietly as possible, though her heart beat 
quickly and painfully. 

"I can have but one opinion on the subject/' 

Numbers of people were passing to and fro ; children 
were playing about, filling the air with their shouts and 
laughter. Ada's fears seemed exaggerated and un- 
natural, out in the sunshiny world. 

'' And that is," she said, smiling, '^ that I ought not to 

go?" 

" Certainly." 

" But perversely 1 have rather a fancy to go. I think 
it will do me good, brighten me a little." 

Florio was silenti His eyes were on the ground. Ada 
could not see his expression. After a few minutes he 
raised his eyes to hers and his face was very white. 

^^ How long shall you be away ? " 

'^ A week at most." 

" It will be a break in your study at a most important 
time. Leave Lady Grey.'' 

^' It would be very awkward just now. It would seem 
inconsiderate to leave on such short notice. Lily is going 
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to keep her birthday at Kingscourt^ and she wants me. 
Besides this^ you have not found rooms for me ; there are 
no arrangements made/^ 

He said nothing. His face was unpleasantly fixed in 
expression. 

" I have been very good/' Ada continued, with a smile, 
^^ and have worked hard. Now I think I should like a 
little rest, and I fancy that the country will make me 
strong.^' 

Was this a stratagem to escape from his power— to be 
with Kingsley ? He would test her. 

They had come to a quiet part of Kensington Gardens, 
and to an empty bench. They sat down, 

"If you think it will do you good to go/' he said 
quietly, '^ and if that is your chief reason for going, I 
shall not try to stop you. As to any other reason, it is 
absurd — Lady Grey has got all she can out of you ; you 
are under no obligation to her. You shall go if you fancy 
it, but you must listen to me first. I cannot let you go 
without saying that it is not altogether for your art's 
sake that I wished you to stay, it is also for my own 
sake.'' 

With a strong effort he kept down his suspicions and 
the violent words which were at his lips. His voice was 
very calm. Though Ada knew what would follow, she 
did not feel startled or as if she wished to escape his 
avowal. 

" I am forty years of age to-day, Ada, and there is no 
living soul to whom I feel bound by any tie or for whom 
I feel a spark of affection or friendship, except you, I 
have known you now for some time and have observed 
you very closely. I do not inquire into your life, but it 
seems to me almost as isolated as my own. There is 



1 68 So Youngs my Lorclj and True. 



•^ 



one wide difference between us. Yonr life has been aa 
innocent as mine has been guilty I *^ 

He had been speaking in a low monotonous tone and 
looking down. Now he raised his head and there was 
more vigour in his voice. 

" To 70U I have ever acted honourably. You have 
held me back from all evil — ^you can hold me back stilL 
What wonder that I would not willingly lose sight of 
you even for a day ! " 

She did not speak^ but a gleam of pleasure came into 
her face; she was scarcely thinking of whab was to 
follow. 

" By God ! '' he added with sudden passion^ " the fiends 
would be quickly let loose if your influence were gone.^* 

There was a long silence. A small toddling child 
came up towards them^ in pursuit of a ball which had 
rolled to Ada's feet, and stood with an arrested grin on 
its chubby face. Plorio picked up the ball and held it 
out in a tantalising way, withdrawing it as the child 
came nearer, till at last its shyness was conquered, and 
it took it from his hand. Then frightened at its own 
boldness it ran off as fast as its very uncertain le^ 
would permit ! 

" I have been thinking,'* said Florio, and his voice 
sounded to Ada softer than it had ever done, " whether 
it be possible for a man and woman to be firm allies and 
friends, to live for one another and be true to one another, 
though the passion of youth is gone by. I have no love 
to give such as your cousin Sydney offered ; such as is 
generally the curse of men's and women's lives ; but I 
can offer you my whole future life, ay, my soul — it is 
yours to save or destroy ! And you ? You will say," he 
added as he saw her lips move, '' that you've no love to 
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give me. Perhaps not. Perhaps it may come to us in 
after years ; but if you were my wife, our interests, 
our ambitions would be the same. Our marriage would, 
after all, be based on something much finer than the 
passing fancies, or sordid calculations which make the 
marriages of every day, and you would have done more 
good in life than perhaps one woman in a million ever 
does/' 

He did not dare to speak passionately or urge his suit 
with loving words, as men are wont to do when they 
seek to win a woman. Some instinct warned him that 
it would be the very way to make her shrink from him ; 
to make her feel with quick impulse that what he asked 
could never be. 

Ada's face wore a distressed, puzzled expression, but 
she did not speak. 

^^ If even you consent to be engaged to me," he con- 
tinued *' you will, when you go to Kingscourt, leave me 
hopeful; leave me a difierent man from what I have- 
been for fifteen long years. Be engaged to me, Ada. 
Come out under my name at the opera ; you will find 
it useful that some one should have a right to take care 
of you. Test me in any way you like. See whether- 
my afi*ection for you is sincere, and then by-and-by 
when you are at the height of your success, and you 
find me unworthy of you, you can give me up. I shall 
free you at once.'' 

Still no answer from Ada. 

'^ Let us walk under the shade ; the sun is hot herc 
Don't answer yet ; think of it." 

She took his arm again and they walked slowly along. 

" Do not think," he said after awhile, '^ that when 
we were engaged, I should consider that I had any 
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right to force my love on you. Even were you my 
wife, I should not try to compel you to love me, bat 
we should be none the less friends, — true comrades/' 

Gradually while he spoke, this, that Florio asked^ 
rose up before Ada as a faint possibility. As he went 
on, it seemed to grow more probable. It was like some 
far oflF object, alarming in the distance, but growing more 
and more distinct, and losing its terror, as we approach 
it. 

Very justly Florio calculated the way he should speak 
to Ada. One tithe more warmth would have frightened 
her, would have made it impossible for her to think 
calmly and argue with herself about it. All this time 
she was seeing what lay in her power, and with the 
scene of the previous night still vividly in her mind, this 
seemed a terrible responsibility that rested on her. Once 
before she had held a life in her hand, and while she 
wavered it had been lost. Now three lives hung on the 
w^ords she would speak and one soul^s redemption ! Was 
she not capable of this sacrifice ? After all, what was 
her life ? Who cared for her ? What had she to look 
forward to ? The possible consequences of her refusal, 
hung over her with a fearful weight ! There seemed no 
<5hoice left. 

She turned to Florio with a face still white and calm^ 

'^ I consent.^^ 

It was a strange betrothal. 

Practically ignorant of much of the business ways of 
the world — having lived with people of inferior mental 
calibre, whose inferiority once felt, rendered them useless 
as guides — seeing into things with a strange clearness 
unsuited for the complicated artificiality of society — Ada 
faced her position with a stem bravery, which is rare 
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in a young and beautiful woman. She recognised the 
fact that happiness is for the few^ and perhaps for the 
weaker. For the brave there is something finer than 
happiness — duty. To lead a life without aim, without 
influence or power over her fellow-man, was impossible 
for her. The work at hand she took up ; hoping that 
through the medium of conscientious labour, she would get 
nearer to the truth and interpret it to others, and that 
the horizon now dark with the clouds of personal feeling 
and suflfering, would by-and-by be clear with the calm 
light of work well done. 

A strong desire took possession of her, to mend 
some of the broken lives around her, even at the 
sacrifice of self. The same feeling which prompts the 
dying soldier to give the cup of water, which he knows 
cannot save him, to the wounded comrade by his side. 

This it was, perhaps, which made Ada listen to Florio ; 
this, and the wish to carry out in practical action 
theories she had long held to, as to the injustice of 
men^s judgments and the truth that lay hidden. By 
being in the eyes of the world Florio^s wife, not shrink- 
ing from the disgrace of his past history, but showing 
him practically that she was his friend and ally, and 
could trust in his honour as much as in the faith of a 
man on whose life there was no stain — thus did it seem 
possible to redeem him ; and in this hour of complicated 
feeling, it seemed right to her so to do. 

How much this resolve was strengthened by the 
knowledge that such an act would avert evil from 
Kingsley, Ada did not stop to consider. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

^' BIC0BDAB8I DEL TEMPO FELICE/^ 

In the quiet of Kingscourt^ it was hard for Ada to 
believe in all the complicated diflSculties of her position. 
She could almost have forgotten her engagement to 
Plorio, had it not been for his constant letters. The 
days went by speedily. Ada was almost always with 
Engsley and Lily now. They would never take a walk 
or drive without her, they made her feel almost happy 
with them. They would stroll about together in the 
evenings after dinner, talking without restraint, telling 
stories, discussing grave subjects or chattering the veriest 
nonsense. 

The Ball had been put oflf, and they were to stay a 
week longer at Kingscourt. Ada knew that she was 
living in a kind of false happiness, and that the awaken- 
ing would come when she returned to London. All the 
more did she cling to every minute, and when it was 
decided that they were to stay longer in the countiy, she 
was glad, though she feared Florio^s answer to the 
announcement* 

His answer came, one afternoon, a glorious July 
day, just as Ada was going out to gather flowers in 
the garden. She took it with her, not being in any 
hurry to read it. By-and-by she opened it, setting her 
basket down on the garden walk and opening it reluc- 
tantly. 
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It was a long letter. Florio told her that the night 
for her appearance was fixed, — scarcely more than 
a fortnight distant. He had taken rooms for her. Every- 
thing was ready. He reproached her for idling at 
Kingscourt and hinted at there being some cause for her 
doing so. He accused her of infirmness of purpose, 
and said that such weakness had wrought more fatal 
evil in the world than positive viciousness. There were 
no violent words in the letter, yet the whole tone was 
imbittered and disappointed, and awoke the old dread 
in Ada^s heart. It could scarcely have done so more, 
had it been full of clearly worded threats. 

She folded the letter up, and looked all round her. 

The air was full of the perfume of roses. The quiet 
old-fashioned garden rested in the glory of the afternoon 
sun. The birds were hopping about in the strawberry 
beds, robbing in the most bare-faced manner, and the 
only noise to be heard was the little click of the spade 
as it struck against a stone, where the gardener was 
working. 

Did not reconciliation seem easy, looking on such a 
peaceful scene as this ? How much simpler it would 
make everything if Florio could be induced to feel 
friendly towards Kingsley. Could it not be done? 
Kingsley had been so kind, so genial of late, and had 
seemed so gentle towards her, that Ada found it im- 
possible to realise how, if he held out the hand 
of friendship, any one could refuse to take it. Oh ! it 
would remove such a weight from her heart if these two 
were reconciled ! There would be no dread then of the 
recurrence of that cruel expression in Florio's face, 
which had frightened her so. It would haunt her no 
longer. Surely Kingsley could win him if he tried. He 
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could not, of course, publicly acknowledge him as his 
brother, but he could make his life quite diflferent. 

She was almost tempted to tell Kingsley who Florio 
was, and entreat him to be reconciled to him, but she 
seldom saw Kingsley alone, and such a conversation 
might lead to much personal feeling; might open up 
the past, which was better closed for ever. Was she 
not good friends with Kingsley, and would it not 
be dangerous to risk bringing back buried sentiment ? 

''Is that the way you gather flowers ?'' asked 
Kingsley, appearing close to her. 

She laughed, for the basket lay at her feet, and she 
was standing motionless. 

'' Shall I carry it for you ? ^^ he said, and he picked it 
up as he spoke. 

'' I shall get some lilies and ferns, and then I think 
I shall have enough. These yellow lilies will look 
well in the blue vase in the schoolroom.^' 

" Where is Lily ? '^ she asked as she cut them. 

" She was tired and went to lie down, and I came out 
for a smoke, stole away from Lady Grey, whom I saw in 
the distance ! '' 

Ada went on gathering flowers but thinking all the 
while in the same vein as that in which Kingsley had 
disturbed her. 

" By the way/' he said, " I am going up to town to- 
morrow morning ; can I do anything for you ? " 

She gave a little start. He might meet Florio. She 
would speak. Her resolution was taken in a second. 

'' No, nothing, thank you, but I wanted to speak to 
you,'' she said nervously, stopping her flower cutting and 
looking at him. '' And it is not my business, perhaps ; 
I don't know that I ought to speak." 
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She looked distressed and puzzled. 

He smiled^ tossed his cigar away and said, 

^^ Please say anything you like ; I could not be 
oflFended/^ 

How dangerously like the old days it was, to stand 
talking to him thus, with that kindly look in his eyes* 
She could not find words, she wished she had not 
begun the conversation. 

'^ You seem nervous and excited,^' he added, with 
interest in his voice. ^' Surely I am not formidable ; 
you have come to look on me quite as your friend ? ^' 

She did not notice his words, but said quickly, 

^^ Are you quite sure that your brother Geoflfreyjis dead ? '* 

He looked surprised and did not speak for a minute. 
At last he said, with a grave smile, ' 

'^ No. I am nearly sure that he is alive.^^ 

" Then—'' 

'^ Then,'' he repeated, '^ I have come to the same con« 
elusion that you have — that Geofirey Xingsley and 
Signer Florio are one and the same person ! " 

'^ If so, why have you never spoken to him and 
privately acknowledged him as your brother ? " 

He did not answer at once, and recollecting herself 
she added, 

"But of course it is not my business to ask such 
questions." 

She blushed as she spoke. 

" You do not ask from idle curiosity. I will tell you 
the reason, but first you will tell me what was your 
object in letting me know your discovery ? " 

'^ Because I think he is a violent and imbittered man ; 
because he fancies he owes his wrongs to you." 

"Ah!" 
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" Because I am afraid he is revengefnl^ and I thought 
it right to warn you/^ 

'^And yet you ask me why I have not spoken to 
him ; don^t you see the inconsistency T If he knew 
that I had recognised him^ it would rouse still 
greater ill-feeling in him. Knowing that I held a 
secret which would ruin him, he would find no reason 
why I should not exercise my power. The cruel can 
find no motive of action in the heart of others, but 
cruelty. DonH you know that. Miss St. George ? ** 

" But if he thought that you had any brotherly 
aflFection for him; if you spoke kindly to him; it 
might win him ; it might be well for you both.'- 

^^ No. He would think that I feared him ; that I 
kept his secret because I was ashamed of my convict 
brother. Besides this, I could not convince him of an 
afiection that does not exist. I have no love for him ; 
never had any.^' 

^^ You seem so hard to him. He has fine qualities ; 
he might be very difierent.^^ 

^^ You are a good woman, and you believe in the 
goodness of others ; you are sanguine and think that 
the best points will predominate if they get a chance, 
but I have seen the world diflferently, and it has taught 
me that there is very little to be hoped for in a 
character that forty years have determined in one direc- 
tion.^^ 

All the awkwardness of speaking to Kingsley had 
passed away now, and the old frankness of manner 
between them had returned. They were silent for a 
little while. 

"I have been thinking,^' said Kingsley, ''for some- 
time past of speaking to you about Signer Florio^- 
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we^ll call him so — but for many reasons I hesitated. It 
was cowardly of me^ and you have been much braver for 
me than I have been for you/^ 

^^ It was simply my duty to warn you. But what did 
you want to say to me about him ? You will tell me 
now ? ^^ 

" That n^an loves you.^' 

He paused a moment to see if she would deny it, then 
went on, 

" It is profanity . to use the words as representing 
his feelings, but there is no other way to express it.^' 

" Well ? '' 

^^ As you know his previous life, it is not necessary 
for me now to warn you against him. What can the 
love of such a man bring to a woman like you? 
Nothing but misery.'^ 

He looked at Ada as if he expected her to say some- 
thing corroborative, but she did not speak. Then he 
burst out indignantly, 

'^ It is not possible you care for him ? ^' 

She threw back her head and looked at him, and 
somehow he asked no reply, but went on eagerly, 

'^ The idea of a man being regenerated by aflfection 
is a dangerous one to a woman like you. Not having 
much to interest you, and having a mind that craves 
employment — ^^ 

He stopped abruptly and then said, 

"Excuse my having studied you so closely, I have 
always been very observant of peoples' characters/' 

" Go on,'' she said quietly. 

" Hating inaction of all kinds," he continued, ^^ you 
would do something in the world. Don't you see 
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the danger of such a man as Greoffrey crosaiii^ your 
path?'' 

'' I can't say I do." 

She saw that it was the old feeling cropping up again. 
He supposed her to be a weak fool^ always swayed by 
any strong influence. 

'' Ah ! '' he said, '' yon of course know best ; I have 
no right to judge for you. I thought it my dnty to 
say something and you gave me the opportunity.^' 

She grew angry as he spoke. His infinite self- 
command, his guarded manner and words, annoyed ber» 
No kindly look or phrase ! It could not be that he had 
utterly forgotten their old friendship in the days gone 
by 7 Yet such a strange tissue of inconsistencies is 
human nature, that had Kingsley spoken more warmly^ 
as he used to do, Ada would have blamed him^ blamed 
herself and wished that she had never spoken about 
Florio! 

" Thank you,'' she said a little bitterly. '' If I do 
not accept advice gracefully, you must remember that 
I have been accustomed to rely on myself in every 
thing." 

^^ I cannot remember what I never knew. You forget 
that I know nothing of your life since you were seven** 
teen." 

"I lost my father just after you left Homburg. I 
was obliged to live with an uncle whom I disliked. At 
last I could bear it no longer, and I became a governess* 
That is all." 

" That is all in one sense," he said gently, " but yonr 
life has brought you much more, for you are changed 
—changed as only those are to whom experience has 
been a hard master. In one thing you are much the 
same, I think, — ^you have kept your old courage.^ 
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He was coining back to remembrances. Perhaps 
it was nothing to him, but it was painful ground to Ada. 

" Do you mind/' he asked, ^^ telling me why you 
adopted another name ? I should like to know/' 

'' I left home without my uncle's consent, and I chose 
another name to prevent him tracing me." 

Mr. Kingsley smiled. 

*^ He could have found you long ago if he wanted to/' 

" Then why has he not ? " 

^^ I cannot say. I know nothing of your position with 
respect to him, nor his to you. If my dry knowledge 
of the world could be of any use to you I should be 
very glad. In fact/' he added with a brightening of his 
whole face which was peculiar to him, " I am not sure 
that I do not wish that there was some complication of 
your affairs out of which I could help you ! " 

'^ By my father's will, my uncle was made my guardian 
and trustee, and I was placed under his control until I 
was twenty-four. He and his family were to live at Oak- 
lands and everything was to be in his power. While we 
lived together he was to provide me with everything I 
required. I remained with him for a long time, and 
then for many reasons I could not bear it any more. 

" Mr. Westbury found this place for me. I left home on 
pretence of going to Mrs. Bruton, and I have been here 
ever since. I concealed my name because I dreaded 
my uncle finding me out and forcing me to go back, and 
also, I must acknowledge, from a foolish idea that my 
old father would not have liked any one of the name of 
St. George to be a governess." 

" It did not suit your uncle, I suppose," said Kingsley, 
'' that you should be at home. He is free from any ex- 
pense connected with you while you are away, and his 
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the danger of such a man as Geoflfrey crossing your' 
path ? '' 

'' I can't say I do/' 

She saw that it was the old feeling cropping up again. 
He supposed her to be a weak fool, always swayed by 
any strong influence. 

'^ Ah ! '' he said, ^^ you of course know best ; I have 
no right to judge for you. I thought it my duty to 
say something and you gave me the opportunity .'' 

She grew angry as he spoke. His infinite self- 
command, his guarded manner and words, annoyed her. 
No kindly look or phrase ! It could not be that he had 
utterly forgotten their old friendship in the days gone 
by ? Yet such a strange tissue of inconsistencies is 
human nature, that had Kingsley spoken more warmly, 
as he used to do, Ada would have blamed him, blamed 
herself and wished that she had never spoken aboat 
Florio! 

'' Thank you,'' she said a little bitterly. '^ If I do 
not accept advice gracefully, you must remember that 
I have been accustomed to rely on myself in every 
thing." 

^^ I cannot remember what I never knew. You forget 
that I know nothing of your life since you were seven«» 
teen." 

"I lost my father just after you left Homburg. I 
was obliged to live with an uncle whom I disliked. At 
last I could bear it no longer, and I became a governess* 
That is all." 

" That is all in one sense," he said gently, '^ but your 
life has brought you much more, for you are changed 
—changed as only those are to whom experience has 
been a hard master. In one thing you are much the 
same, I think, — ^you have kept your old courage.^ 
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^^ No, no. I think it is the only thing to put an end 
to his vindictive feelings, which will only increase if he 
is left to brood over them/^ 

Her face flashed as she spoke, and there was some- 
thing pleading in her tone. 

'^ This is what I wanted to speak to you about, — ^this 
is what I wanted to urge you to do, and we have been 
wasting all this time. This is — ^^ 

'' Stay,^^ he said, putting up his hand in an arresting 
sort of way, and turning towards her with a great change 
in his face. ^' Stay, I must tell you a reason why it 
would be useless. You might have guessed it yourself, 
but as you don^t, I can*t help it. Geoffrey loves you.^* 

He spoke more slowly and with emphasis, as if, now 
that he had made up his mind to speak, he wished each 
word to sink deep. 

^' Geoffrey loves you, and with an instinct quickened 
by such feelings, he knows [he paused a second] that J 
love you. Were Ito speak to him he would think — rightly 
— ^that it was your doing, and it would not add to his 
good will towards me. It is better to ignore his exist- 
ence as Geoffrey Kingsley, and allow him to suppose 
himself undetected. Let him go his way and I will go 



mine.^' 



He spoke more calmly towards the close, and now 
seemed to wait for a reply, but Ada was silent. 

" Do you blame me for what Pve said ? ^^ he added 
quickly. '^ Have you not made me say it ? ^' 

She looked up at him with a flash of light in her 
eyes. 

" No, no, I don^t mean that ^' he said. ^^ It was an un- 
generous speech. I know you never intended me to 
speak like that. It is out of pure goodness and kindness 
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you hnve Bpoken to me. I know our lives must be 
utterly apart ; I ought not to have said what I did/' 

He looked miserable. Ada scarcely knew w^hat words 
she might have spoken if at that moment they had not 
both caught a glimpse of Lady Grey coming through 
the garden gate. 

" Forgive me," he said in a low hurried whisper, '* ihit 
long ago^through utter blindness, I spoilt both our lives." 

Then he turned away, and sauntered slowly to meet 
Lady Grey. 



CHAPTER XV. 

*' JOY WAITED ON BY PEAR AND DOUBT/' 

These is a sort of false calm in moments of intense 
emotion, in which the spirit triumphs over itself, and is 
more than human ; when it seems possible so to subdue 
every thought of self as to glorify personal feeling into 
something godlike. But the elevation and intensity of 
such phases of feeling indicates the shortness of their 
duration, and they are followed by such mental trouble 
that often all guidance of thought and actiou seems 
impossible. 

In those days that followed Kingsley^s departure to 
London, Ada felt, afar off, the storm ; breathed already 
the troubled atmosphere, and tried to make for shelter 
before it burst. 

She spoke to Lady Grey, and told her that on their 
return to town she must leave her. Lady Grey was 
intensely surprised and disgusted. She had never liked 
Miss Knight, would not regret her in the least, but this 
independent action of hers was very irritating. She 
had always looked upon it as a settled thing that Miss 
Knight should remain with her till it was her pleasure to 
dismiss her. 

*^ You want to leave ! " she said, ^' this is rather 
extraordinary. Could you not have said so sooner ? 

''No.^' 
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** I think yon must change your mind, M'loa 
It is marvellouBly inconvenient to me to let yoa go 
before Lily's marriage." 

'' I cannot really help it. I would willingly stay, hA 
there are circumstances which oblige mo to loavB.** 

Ijady Grey, in spite of her haughtiness, was not at ali 
free from curiosity about her governess' affairs, and wbb 
very anxious to know what these circumstances were. 
Two causes for Miss Knight's departure suggested them- 
selves. One, that she was going to marry Signop florio ; 
the other, that she had heard of Frank's probable return^ 
and wished to avoid him. She was considering^ whicb 
was the most likely reason^ and was tapping her fim 
against her hand without speaking. 

Ada made a movement to get up^ but Lady Grey 
motioned to her to sit down again. *' Do not go away 
yet, I wish to speak to you." 

Conversations with Lady Grey irritated Ada beyond 
measure, and always seemed quite useless. 

" I think. Miss Knight," Lady Grey began, with a due 
appreciation of her own dignity written on her face, 
'* during the time you have been in my house, you have 
always been treated with consideration. I know with 
what coldness governesses are usually treated, and very 
rightly, for as a class they are presuming, and must be 
made to feel their position, but in your case you have had 
nothing to complain of." 

What was this to lead to ? Ada waited and said 
nought. This seemed disappointing to Lady Grey, and 
she paused a moment as if in expectation of some 
acknowledgment from Ada of her kindness. ^' You 
may/' she continued, ^' have suflFered a little annoyance 
from my son's attentions." 
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Ada had almost forgotten his existence^ and looked up 
in astonishment. 

'' It must be painful to any young woman of right 
feeling — in your position (flattering as it may be) to be 
admired by a gentleman of good family, knowing of 
course that it can lead to nothing/' 

This was too much for Ada^s gravity. She was very 
worried just then, and in anything but a laughing mood,, 
but Lady Grey's pompous air, and look of thorough 
understanding of Miss Knight's feelings, was so ludicrous 
that Ada's expression changed from wonder to amuse- 
ment. She did not say anything, but Lady Grey 
evidently read her expression aright, for she frowned 
slightly, and hurried over the conclusion of her speech. 

" I merely wish to say, in case you felt uncomfortable 
about my son's return, that he is a more sensible man 
now, and will thoroughly understand your position and 
his own." 

Lady Grey infused considerable scorn into the last 
words, and felt more comfortable. 

" I did not think about Mr. Grey's return, and that i& 
not the causp of my leaving you. I have business of my 
own which requires my whole attention." 

" Ah ! you are going to follow Lily's example, perhaps. 
Well, I congratulate you, but I think you might stay with 
Lily till she is married. Is your fiance so very impatient ? "" 

Ada blushed angrily, and some hasty words rose to her 
lips. She conquered her impulse. Why not let Lady 
Grey think anything she liked. If Herbert heard it, what 
did it matter ? What did he care or any one care ? 

" I am not leaving Lily for my marriage, but for busi- 
ness which requires my constant presence. I wish I 
could stay here, but discussion is useless, I cannot 
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Sho got up as she spoke^ she could endure this con- 
versation no longer. 

'' I must say^ that after all the kindness you have 
received, this is highly inconsiderate of you ! '* 

Ada had reached the door, and muttered something 
about being very sorry, as she went out. She turned 
into the schoolroom, thinking to find it unoccupied, but 
Lily was there, and in Ada's face she quickly read the 
signs of some disturbance. 

" What's the matter ? '' she asked. '^ Something has 
gone wrong ? '^ 

'* Nothing,'' Ada answered, feeling rather inclined to 
be questioned and give vent to what she thought. 

'^ Yes, there is something. Tell me. Mamma, I sup- 
pose?" 

" I told your mother that I must leave you when we 
go back to town, and she says I am ungrateful, and 
seems to think that I am voluntarily making myself hate- 
ful to her and to you. She cannot believe that for a 
person in my position there can be any necessity but the 
necessity of bending to her employer's will." 

It was unusual for Ada to speak thus. 

" Never mind mamma, she is always the same." 

'^ I don't mind her, but it is hard that one's conduct 
should always appear in an odious light — always — always, 
no matter what one strives to do." 

Lily could not understand her. How was it possible 
for her to know the thoughts that were flashing through 
Ada and shaking her so terribly ? But Lily got up and 
put her arm through Ada's as she stood by the window. 

'' You have always been quite nice to me, dear, and 
your conduct never appears to me in an odious light." 

Quite nice to her I How much above and below 



yoy Waited on by Fear and Doubt. 187 



Lily's thoughts of her, was she ! She did not dare to 



answer. 



But/' said Lily, " will you really leave us when we 
go back to town ? '' 

Ada nodded. 

'' We shall be here for another week, you know. The 
ball is to be next Thurs^day.'' 

Ada turned her head with a quick flash in her eyes. 
Kingsley would be here for the ball. She would see him 
once again. The sudden wave of delight that passed 
over her surprised and frightened her. 

"I thought,'' continued Lily, "that it would be so 
nice" — she looked down and played with the lace on 
Ada's sleeve, — " that Herbert would be here, and our 
engagement was to have been made known, but I think he 
will not be able to come. I had a letter from him this morn- 
ing, and he is obliged to go to his own place on business." 

Ada was silent. She was falling back into her old 
position in thought and feeling. Presently she said, 

" What a pity it is, for you ; perhaps he will be able 
to come." To herself she kept repeating, " I hope he 
won't, I hope he won't." 

" I am afraid not, and I wish we could put oflF the 
ball, but the invitations are all out, it is impossible. By 
the bye, mamma told me to ask you to write a few notes 
for her ; here is a list of them." 

" Let me do it at once." 

Ada turned to the writing-table. She did not want 
to be alone. She wanted occupation even of the most 
trivial kind. She sat down and wrote the notes one 
after another, Lily sitting opposite and looking on lazily. 

" You go to town immediately after the ball ? " asked 
Ada, glancing up from her writing. 
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"Yes." 

'^ Then I sliall not go with you to Park Lane. I shall 
say good-bye here.'* 

" But why need you go so soon ? " 

^' I must. I have quite decided. I must begin my 
professional life ; there is no time to be lost.'* 

'^ It is such a horrible sort of life, I wonder ho^w you 
can do it.'^ 

A sudden desire to be understood by this girl — ^Hmited 
though her power of thought was — came to Ada. 

'^ Only by doing what is in your own power to acliieye 
of plain right, can you ever bring about any of your 
wishes ; or indeed can you to any practical purpose, 
begin to wish. Only by quiet and decent exaltation 
of your own habits, can you qualify yourselves to discern 
what is just or to define even what is possible. Those 
are not my words, Lily, but they express better than I 
could, something of what I mean.^' 

•' I don't quite understand. It sounds very nice, but 
it is not your duty to be an actress. Why not find some 
other employment, or why not marry some one that loves 
you?" 

Ada's little attempt at explanation seemed a failure. 
Lily could never see that to a woman like Ada, there 
could never be several courses of action equally right, 
that for her there was always one thing to do. 

" I have but the one talent and I mean to give my 
life to it. As to marriage, I could never fold my hands 
and wait for it.'' 

" You are a very strange girl, I always said so, but I 
shall be so sorry when you go away, and I wish you were 
not going on that horrid stage.*' 

The letters were finished, and Ada left the room. 
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Everything was decided now. She had nothing to do 
but write to Florio, and tell him that she would be in 
town in a week and would go direct to her rooms. There 
was no probability of her seeing Kingsley again. He 
would not come to the ball, and by not returning to 
Park Lane she could avoid him altogether. Florio 
would be satisfied once she devoted herself entirely to 
her profession. It was plain that Herbert would make 
no eflFort at reconciliation with his brother; so everything 
rested with her. By-and-by she would grow calmer, 
when Lily was married, and she herself had steady work. 
In the present confusion of her feelings, she tried to 
believe in a peace that was coming, tried to believe too, 
that she was glad that there was no further likelihood of 
her meeting Kingsley, and yet found herself from day 
to day catching each mention of his name, and listening 
with strained attention to hear if he had changed his 
mind and was coming. Of course it was only because 
she hoped he would not come. 

Ada^s letters to Florio grew more kindly, and gave 
him much satisfaction. Whenever she could slip away 
from Lady Grey and Lily, Ada would take long walks 
in the woods, trying to find as of old, quiet and pleasure 
in nature, but she would come in weary and with a 
strange dread of finding that something had happened 
in her absence — some bad news come to the house, and 
her eyes would rest in an anxious inquiring way on the 
first person she met. 

The day before the ball, Lily looked up with a flush 
of pleasure from a letter she had received, and said, 

'^ Herbert is coming to-morrow evening ; will be here 
for dinner .^^ 

Ada, sitting at breakfast close beside Lily, grew very 
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wliite ; felt glad^ then sony for her gladness^ and her heart 
throbbed painfally ; then sank and sank within her as if 
all straggling would be over soon. It flashed across her 
that perhaps this would be the solution of all her diffi- 
culties. 



CHAPTBE XVI. 

^^ AFTER LONG QRIEP AND PAIN/* 

How sickly sorrow looks in the midst of pleasure ! How 
out of place a wan, sad face in a room flashing with 
bright colours and brighter eyes ! Ada longed to 
shrink away. What business had she there with that 
cold, tight feeling at her heart, and reckless curl on her 
Hps ? She was no fit guest for a ball-room. She could 
not pass by unobserved, and people found her more 
beautiful than ever that night. She had not been care- 
less in her dress because she was miserable. There had 
been an excitement in preparing herself; she had spared 
no trouble in her adornment. The love of beauty was 
a part of her nature. She would strive to act nobly, 
but she would look so too. 

She was dressed in a soft white silk, very simply made. 
On the bodice and sleeves only seemed much labour to 
have been expended, for they were daintily embroidered 
with pearls; the sleeves puflFed and slashed as you see 
them sometimes in some of Van Dyck's pictures. There 
were white lilies in her hair and on her breast; you 
caught the perfume as she moved in the heated air. 
This was her dress. It was not fashionable, it was not 
like any other woman's in the room, and yet it did not 
seem eccentric ; it belonged to her. 

Mothers, with marriageable daughters on whose toilette 
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they had expended much money, screwed up their old 
eyes and remarked that Miss Knight's dress Tvas rather 
theatrical and unbecoming a governess. Girls past their 
'premiere jennesse, and whose prospects of partners were 
drooping or only flashing up from time to time, said it 
was wonderful how that Miss Knight studied eflfect, for- 
getful that they did the same with a different result. But 
young girls, fresh and unspoiled, went into girlish rap- 
tures, thought Miss Knight looked lovely and wondered 
whether it would be becoming to them to twist their 
hair up simply like hers, and whether their heads would 
look as small and as well-formed. Men asked who Ada 
was, and watched her. Some indiscreetly talked about 
her to their partners. Some few — men whose taste was 
for what they called ^' fine women '' — ^muttered that they 
were blessed if they could see any beauty in her. 

Ada was pleasant to look at. Your eyes involuntarily 
followed her, and yet you felt sorry when you watched ; 
for even when she spoke and smiled, there was a pathetic 
look in her large, soft eyes which was pitiful. 

Ada did not despise the light hearts around her. She 
did not feel, because she was sick at heart, that a ball 
was a vanity of vanities. Trouble did not elevate her 
in her own mind, and place the pleasure- seekers on a 
lower level. On the contrary, she longed, poor child ! to 
catch even a reflex of their gaiety; she longed that a 
wave of youthful enjoyment would sweep over her, even 
though its ebb might swiftly follow. 

Ada managed to get away from importunate partner- 
seekers. She was tired; she might dance by-and-by; 
she did not know ; and then the men who sought her 
were seized upon and introduced to others. Though 
they looked after her, as she moved away, they had to 
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resign themselves ; for men at a country ball are always 
in the minority and are quickly swallowed up. 

It was a very hot night, and the windows were all 
open ; but the dowagers had withdrawn from them, pull- 
ing their lace shawls up on their shoulders, and saying 
it was extremely inconsiderate of Lady Grey to have such 
dreadful draughts in the room. Ada, therefore, found 
herself alone at one of the windows, half hidden by the 
curtains. 

Just opposite, Lily and Kingsley were dancing a quadrille 
together. Ada could watch them, and no one could see her, 
Lily looked radiant. How smoothly everything had gone 
for her in life, and how plainly you could see it in her 
face ! How her eyes softened as she looked at Kingsley ! 
How, when she spoke to him, perfect trust and con- 
tentment was expressed in her attitude and gestures ! 
The little reliant approach to him, the whispered words, 
and childish jest, which was for him alone, all told it. 
At least, so it seemed to Ada, 

He could not but love her. Men could not resist such 
sweetness. Such gentle demonstrativeness is food to 
their love, they cling to these things. If, thought she 
with a pitiful ridicule of herself, I could hate Lily, per- 
haps I should feel better ; perhaps it would give scope 
for emotion of some sort, and take away the crushed 
feeling here. And, unconsciously, she pressed her hand 
on her heart. 

She was closely observed by Kingsley, though she did 
not know it. When opposite to her he gazed, apparently 
in a vacant way, at the curtains above her head ; but he 
saw that little movement, and it gave him a quick, keen 
pain, though he told himself that it was only her stage 
ways. It was habit, it meant nothing, 

VOL. III. 13 
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The danco was over^ and Kingsley led Lily to the for* 
ther end of the room. He told her how pretty her 
dress was^ and how nice she looked. Their en^gement 
had been announced^ and Lily blashingly received con* 
gratulations on all sides. 

Catching a glimpse of some one in the crowds Kingsley 
said^ 

" I see Jack Wardlaw, an old chum of mine ; when he 
comes this way I must introduce him to you.^' 

'^ I would much rather talk to you," she answered. 

*^But Wardlaw will amuse you immensely, and we 
cannot be together the whole evening, I suppose/* 

Lily did not see why they could not, but she said no- 
thing. She thought Herbert must know best. Presently 
Wardlaw came up to them, walking listlessly and looking 
bored. 

" No partners, my dear fellow ? '^ said Kingsley. 
'' Heaven knows there are enough women in the room." 

'^ That's just it," he said, with a comical face. '^ C'est 
un embarras de richesse.'* 

" I should like to introduce you to Miss Grey," Kings- 
ley said, turning to Lily. ^' Lily, this is Captain Ward- 
law." 

Lily thought the introduction was made with a little 
personal pride in her, and she felt pleased. 

" May I dance with you. Miss Grey ? " asked Ward- 
law. 

She liked his simple way of asking. She liked his 
manner ; she liked his face. He was one of the handsomest 
fellows in the British army. 

" Yes, if you like," she answered. 

" Not too much," Kingsley said, smiling and letting^ 
free her arm. 
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She moved away in the crowd with her partner. 
Kingsley watched her for a moment^ then turned sharply 
out of one of the windows. 

'^ I think I am mad, or possessed with a devil, or some- 
thing/^ he muttered with an oath. 

He strode up and down two or three times outside the 
windows. Then he passed to the one where he had seen 
Ada — without hesitation — had he not counted when danc- 
ing with Lily, and found it the third from the door ? He 
stood behind her silently for a moment, then touched her 
arm. 

" Ada/' 

He paused to steady his voice, and she turned and 
looked at him without a start. Her nerves had been so 
much on the stretch of late that nothing seemed to add 
to, or take from, their painful tension. He drew her arm 
through his and led her out on the broad walk which ran 
from end to end of the house. Perhaps he wanted to 
speak about Florio, to tell her that they were reconciled 
— so she went unresistingly. What had she to say ? 
She would wait for him to tell her the good news, but he 
was silent, with a silence which was speech. She looked 
up at him quickly and saw in his eyes that words would 
come which she must not hear. 

Might she not hear them — once ? Surely they were 
due to her long, long ago. It was but just that the debt 
should be paid. If it had grown in all these years so 
that the words came now with tenfold strength, and were 
uttered in bitterness, still, was it not just ? Did not her 
heart pine and long for them to-night, as hungrily as ever 
a miser did for gold long kept back ? Why should she 
speak and try to spare him f Why should she always 
struggle for others, and let her own life be cold and un- 
loved? 13—2 



196 So Youngj my Lord^ and True. 



While her mind was working back to her old firm 
resolve, from wliich it could not long wander, he had 
broken the silence, and the words " My love, my love I ^* 
came in hoarse low tones from his lips. There was no 
joy in them, they seemed wrang from him against his 

will- 
Surely some strange spirit possessed him to-nig'ht, for 
his brain whirled as he remembered that this was the last 
time he might see her. 

Within — the music recommenced. Young ladies shook 
out their ruffled dresses and tried unobserved to catch 
glimpses of themselves in the mirrors. Lily looked round 
and wondered where Herbert had gone to. 

Without, in the cold moonlight, two hearts were throb- 
bing with terrible power and pain. Only themselves to 
blame. Ill- regulated minds I Absurd romance ! Scan- 
dalous want of self-control! These would have been 
some of the comments of the well-conducted assembly 
could they have known the thoughts of these two. 

Kingsley's words roused Ada. She let go his arm on 
which she had been leaning, and walked restlessly back- 
wards and forwards, then stood still, and said, in a tone of 
forced calm, 

" Why have you brought me here ? ^^ 
" I don^t know,^^ he answered passionately, " unless to 
remind you of a month in your life which you seem to 
have forgotten.^' 
No answer. 

*' Do you remember the long quiet walks at Homburg? 
The evening that we sat in the wood, and you told me 
about your Italian mother ? The sunlight through the 
trees, how did it look then ? Do you remember the chirp 
of the grasshoppers, and the millions of living creatures 
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in the grass ? The throb of happy life in the earth, in 
the air, and most of all in our own hearts ? I hear it 
still, but perhaps you only lived for the hour, and, 
happily for you, there is no record of past events in your 
brain/* 

The sound of voices came near them. Some of the 
dancers had stepped out of the windows. Kingsley drew 
Ada further away, where the moonlight fell in ghostly 
streaks through the light foliage of an acacia-tree. 

" Will you answer, Ada ? '^ he asked impatiently, '' or 
shall I bring you back ? ^^ 

She lifted her head up bravely, and looked him in the 
face. There was a gentle scorn of his accusations in her 
eyes. 

^' I have lived that month over and over again. What 
have been the other months and years ? '^ 

She shivered as she spoke, and there seemed no warmth, 
no emotion in her words. 

" But I have to work now,^' she went on. ^' I mean to 
work. What is the use of this ! You remember your 
own words ? Our lives are utterly apart.^' 

"You have made them so. Was there a gleam of 
emotion in your face when we met ? Did you care for 
me to love you ? Did you help me to understand you at 
all ? '' 

" You think you loved me ? Perhaps you did in 'ij(ywr 
way, but if you had never met me agaiu, you would have 
quite forgotten that I had ever lived. You would have 
married Lily. She would have quite satisfied you. 
Perhaps, if a faint memory of me had ever flitted across 
you, you might, in a moment of confidence, have related 
that month's history to your wife. Now, you know that 
love between us is impossible, and perhaps its very im- 
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possibility has given it a fatal fascination for yon. I 
don't know — I don't want to be severe, but I know 
very little of the world, and my notions of love are very 
diflTerent/' 

" What are they ? '' he asked quickly, 

" Love, if it be true — ^to the core — is for time and — and 
eternity/' 

Her voice dropped to a low, sad tone as she went on 
speaking, 

''There may be many false resemblances that we 
mistake for it. Years of youth and devotion may be 
wasted on the untrue, but when the reality comes you 
cannot grasp a shadow ever— ever again and think it sab- 
stance.'' 

" It sounds very well ! " he said scornfully '' It sounds 
very exalted — a woman's perfect romance ! But I can't 
appreciate its beauty, because I know more of your life 
than you think, and it shows me that you are — ^like other 
women — untruthful. Where in the story is your cousin ? 
The man you loved and were to have married if he lived ? 
I think that was since I knew vou." 

" Sydney ! He is dead. I let him die. I sacrificed 
him to my love for you. Why do you speak of him, poor 
boy ? I am always thinking of him, thinking that I 
might perhaps have saved him." 

" Lily told me that you loved him, and that it was his 
death that spoiled your life." 

It seemed a poor excuse to offer for his unjust scorn. 

'' Lily ? How could she know ? She pressed me 
about my past history and that was the only part I could 
tell her. Could I have ever spoken of you ? " 

" But you regret not having saved this boy ? " he said^ 
with quick suspicion. 
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He would have been glad that a little blame should 
fall on her, glad that his own part in life should not look 
so poor beside hers. 

"Yes. It would have been nobler of me to have 
sacrificed myself. A death which one may have helped 
to hasten weighs very heavily. I almost think that self- 
sacrifice and courage are the only virtues.*^ 

She was thinking of the future and her promise to 
Florio. Kingsley drew nearer to her. 

" You don^t understand man's love. It is not so ele- 
vated or refined as a woman^s, but, by God ! it has 
infinitely more strength ! 

" Fairy — Fairy," he said, and the words rang through 
iier like a cry of pain. ^^ I will give up everything, I will 
break my engagement. What do I care about honour ? 
I would be the greatest scoundrel on the face of God^s 
earth only to win you — only to hear you speak lovingly 
and feel your arms about my neck — Fairy ! " 

His eyes gleamed. He was so near her that his breath 
passed over her cold face. 

The impulse was tembly strong to stretch her arms to 
him, but her resolution held her like a vice, and made her 
take a step away. 

" For me," she said with quivering lips, " yqu shall 
not break your code of honour. I could not marry you 
if you were free. 

'^ But," she added bitterly, ^' it seems to me a very poor 
law, this that men call honour. They keep up the pre- 
tence of love because their word has been given — so long 
as the lips are not proved to have lied, the heart may be 
false. That is it, is it not ? No one has the courage to 
be true — I must say what I think for once — ^no one is 
satisfied with his own verdict. No one is brave enough 
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to hear the world give him the lie. I think it is honour- 
able to be true to yourself — true to your own hearty and 
not to mind what ugly names the world gives you. What 
does the world know about it ? " 

The words would come^ though she knew that Kings- 
ley's recognition of the truth of what she said could 
make no difference in their lives. 

"You would have had me give up Lily at once when I 
saw you again ? Hpw could I tell you loved me ? Yott 
met me calmly enough^ heaven knows I No agitation^ 
no sign of any emotion^ it was almost too well done to be 
feigned. It was only through seeing you day after day 
that I felt your old fascination. As your power over me 
increased, Lily's claims on me grew stronger from time^ 
and the notion of breaking off our engagement seemed 
unmanly and dishonourable.^' 

He waited a moment as if expecting some word from 
Ada, then went on more rapidly, 

" I want you to understand me. I scarcely seek to 
justify myself. The infernal ^ laisser-aller ' tendency of my 
character made me trust that things would grow better 
—somehow — God knows how. Yes, you are right when, 
you tell me Pve been cowardly.'* He grew white as he 
spoke. 

" I had not the pluck to face the difficulties of my 
position. That poor child — she loved me, she was so 
simple, she would suspect nothing. I thought I would 
spare her, and perhaps it is as well." 

He was dropping back into the old line of thought. It 
is only in moments of intense feeling that recognition of 
the defect which has led us wrong is possible. 

Ada as she watched him was repentant. Why should 
she have spoken so bitterly to him ? She felt her love 
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for him overpowering her blame of him. She was going- 
to sacrifice herself for him, why should she spoil it by 
reproaches, as if she grudged her good deed, and would 
leave it shorn of aU grace ? 

^^ I do not blame you. Every one must act as they 
think best. If you had a thousand defects, I believe I 
should have loved you all the same. There is a fearful 
fate about these things ; only (she could not help look- 
ing back at the ideal love) if you had cared quite in those^ 
old days, would a weaker love have satisfied ? It is to 
be false to one^s nature, to try and confine to circum- 
stances an ideal which touches the eternal/^ 

This might have sounded like weak sentiment from 
any other lips ; yesterday Kingsley would have found it 
extravagant, but now, looking at her pure face with its^ 
exalted expression, he knew, for her at least, it was true. 

"Fairy, you forget,^^ he said gently, "there are few 
souls like yours ; few women — no men I think — can live 
on a dream. I wish to God they could ! What do you 
know of us, living the life you have done ? You have 
read and thought a great deal, and it has given you some 
insight into men^s souls, but not into our pitiful material- 
ism, our near sightedness — bah ! I can^t disguise it in 
words that I would have you hear.'^ 

"I know I talk ignorantly [the power of his presence 
was growing stronger], but to give up my thoughts of 
things is to give up my life. I will try to live as my 
soul teaches. There is work before me; I shall be 
happy working. All personal feeling is at an end. Our 
own individual joys, how contemptible to struggle for 
them ! There is the great universe of labour — let us add 
one stroke of faithful work. I suppose we shall get as. 
much sunshine as we need/^ 
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She was talking vaguely^ but the thoughts that 
prompted the words were clear in her brain and heart. 

^' Those are cold abstractions^^' he said. '' Must we 
two be parted to the end ? '^ 

" Yes/' 

'' And yet you love me f ^^ 

'' Yes." 

" As women love," he said, roused by her apparent 
coldness, " without warmth, without reality." 

" This is our good-bye; don't say hard things." 

" What are you going to do ? " 

" Going to work ; going on the stage." 

'^ What a life you choose ! You, with your refined feel- 
ings and exalted views, choose close association with 
vulgar, even coarse minds ! 

'^ I can't understand it," he went on excitedly ; *' you 
want admiration, why not acknowledge it, applause, excite- 
ment, like all other women." 

" I do not choose the life ; it was chosen for me long 
ago by nature. It is the one thing I can do. I have a 
voice and talent ! I must use it." 

What had this long talk done for either of them ? It 
had not cooled the fever in Kingsley's veins, nor left to 
Ada any tender words to cherish in her coming life. 
They both felt the failure as they looked at each other in 
the cold light. They had been a long time absent; 
they knew it, but they could not go back like this. Was 
their dead love to be buried without flowers on the 
grave ? 

" Fairy, Fairy — what is all the love you speak of, if 
you will not listen now ? '' 

"Don't say it is too late," he added, as he saw her 
lips part to speak. 



After long Grief and Pain. 203 

" I don^t say it is too late ; it would never be too late 
if I was sure of you and of myself, but I am not necessary 
to you ; you will do without me by-and-by. If you had 
felt that I was the one woman in the world for you, no 
other would have sufficed. The thought of loving Lily is 
not insupportable to you even now, when you are mo- 
mentarily mad about me. I am not destroying any life 
in parting from you. I might destroy more than one 
if I listened to you.'^ 

" You could not reason like that if you loved.^' 

" You think I am cold, Herbert ; listen to me.'' 

She came close to him and put her hand on his arm, 
looking into his eyes. 

" If I thought your love was perfect — as pure and 
true as it need be for such an act — I would go away 
with you this moment, without hesitation, without regret, 
and I know I should do right.'' 

Such a warm light swept over the quiet features ! 
How tender and loving was her beauty, softened by the 
glow of devotion ! 

He put his hands on her shoulders, looking into her 
eyes. 

'^ Sweetheart, every moment here has made it more 
impossible that we should be nothing to one another. 
Let us banish thought and accept happiness. Good 
God ! do you think I can listen to such words as you 
have spoken, and then part with you! I must be 
more or less than human." 

He drew her to him and kissed her. Ada freed herself 
in a moment from his arms. All joy — past, present, and 
future — seemed crushed into that instant. 

" Why did you not speak ? " she said, with a sob in 
her voice. " Why did you waver and hesitate in the old 
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days? Why did your looks say one thing, and your 
words another ? You could not trust yourself or me. Yet 
I was simple enough in those days [she smiled pitifully 
at the recollection of her childishness]. I did not disguise 
my feelings much, Mrs. Bruton taunted me with wearing 
my heart upon my sleeve. And you ? Well, now you 
are sorry, and — and I am sorry, but I know what must 
be. I know this — this madness of to-night will go 
away. You will see your duty and will not regret 
fulfilling it. Good-bye.^' 

Passionate words rose to his lips, but she checked 
them. 

"There are some things can^t be altered,'^ she said, 
speaking very fast in a stifled sort of voice, " can never, 
never be undone. It is too late. Forget me. You will 
in time. Good-bye. 

There were steps upon the gravel, and voices coming 
near them. 

Again Kingsley would have spoken, but she would 
not hear him. 

" Go in,^' she said, " I will follow by-and-by. I 
cannot bear another word now.'^ 

The voices were approaching. He would see her 
again in a few minutes and contrive to speak to her in 
the crowd; so, wringing her hand, he went — with a 
strange reckless feeling in his heart — ^he was not sure 
that it was joy, and with a faint scent of lilies round 
him. 

Ada stood ghost-like and motionless, in the cold moon- 
light. Something held her to the spot, while her heart 
seemed to sink and sink within her. At last, chilled 
and wan, she stole away to her own room. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

"at length it ringeth to evensong/^ 

Ada was settled at Netting Hill. Almost a fortnight 

had gone by, and she had seen nothing of Kingsley or 

the Greys. Except for a few minutes in the presence of 

the others, Ada had not seen or spoken to Kingsley 

since that night at Kjngscourt. The memory of that 

last interview with him gave to her a strange sensation 

of saddened contentment, hard to describe. It was, 

perhaps, not unlike the feeling with which a dying man 

sees one whom he loves arrive in time to say good-bye — 

a meeting too solemn to give joy. Florio was with Ada 

every day. He seemed a different being now — always 

bright — full of zeal about her study — picturing her 

success — laughing at some singer, whom he said had 

fallen in love with her ; and yet he was always respectful 

in his manner, had not changed towards her except that 

in tone and words he was perhaps a shade more tender. 

He always accompanied her to rehearsal, but, even in the 

presence of others, there was no assumption on his part 

of the position of her fiance. 

For years of Ada^s life she had faintly wished to be at 
rest, but had checked the feeling as a cowardly one. 
Lately it had been intensified, and though she had 
thrust it away, it would return with such strength that 
she began at last to think that it was a wish that might 
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be realised soon. Why shoald one thonght take sncb 
possession of her if there was not some basis for it to 
sapport itself on ? 

When the weary body craves for sleep, it comes ere 
long ; and when the heart cries for rest^ will not the 
answer come ? 

Day after day Ada argned with herself about it. She 
was well^ she had always been so^ surely it was fancifii] 
of her to think anything of the strange faintness that 
came over her at any sudden emotion, or the slow sinking 
of her heart as if vitality was ebbing away. She could 
not understand the curious calm that had come to her of 
late, as if life had lost its interest and excitement^ and 
that she had nothing to fear or to hope for. 

Coming home one day after a long walk, Ada passed a 
doctor's door and a sudden impulse made her stop. 
The name caught her eye. Why should she not ask 
him if she were strong and well, and had probably a 
long life before her, or whether the strange thoughts 
that had been in her brain of late, were the far-off 
whispers of coming peace. She hesitated a moment and 
then went in. 

Half an hour later she stepped out into the street 
again; and everything seemed changed to her. The 
voices, the passing crowd, even the sunshine seemed 
somewhat different. What she bad often longed for had 
really come to pass. The way that had seemed to her 
the only possible one out of her diflBculties had opened 
before her — she must die. 

It was horrible just at first, that confused feeling ; 
that approach to the unknown ; that darkness. But it 
did not last long. The feeling that succeeded was a 
delicious one. All that drear old age that she feared 



At Length it Ringeth to Evensong. 207 

was cut off; the marriage that she dreaded need never 
take place, and the effect that she desired from it would 
surely be the same. Florio would never know that 
she had wavered, and he would be touched by her 
death. 

Herbert ? She might love him now ; and over the 
perfection of that love, no shadow could ever come. 
They would be always young and beautiful to one 
another. No coldness, no worldliness could penetrate 
through the veil that death would draw around her. 

Three or four weeks ! She would live years of hap- 
piness in them. How precious every little minute 
would be ! She might live longer if she were to be 
very careful and avoid all excitement. How was that 
possible, and what would be the gain ? 

To-morrow night she was to make her debut. She 
would write and ask Lily and Kingsley to come. She 
had not meant to do so ; she thought it might unnerve 
her, but now she had a strange strength, she seemed 
beyond the possibility of failure. To Kingsley she wrote 
saying, ^' Come to-morrow night to hear me ; it will give 
you pain perhaps, but I do not ask you to witness my 
d^but for the sake of a silly triumph. I will explain by- 
and-by.^' 

The night came and Kingsley was there. He paid 
but little heed to the earlier parts of the Opera, though 

Signer A was in unusually fine voice. He almost 

held his breath in the Kermesse scene till Ada appeared. 
A new dShutante, nervous, and shrinking before those 
thousands of spectators ; what if she broke down, and 
the audience, in a severely critical mood, were to hiss 
her ? At one moment Kingsley felt as though he would 
rush out of the theatre at once, rather than risk being a 
witness of her failure. 
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Ada came on at last — a most perfect Marguerite. 
Her slender figure in its clinging white dress, her grace- 
fully poised head and simple expression, all was that 
of the ideal heroine. She had scarcely sung her first 
short sentence to Faust, when the audience with one 
accord burst into an uproar of applause. She paid no 
heed to them, she did not bow or in any way acknow- 
ledge it, but proceeded with her part, making no break 
in the drama. 

Notwithstanding Ada's composure in this her first 
short appearance, Kingsley felt none of his nevoasness 
gone. The garden scene was a frightfully trying one, 
he knew every note of the music and all its diflicul- 
ties, and as he had not watched Ada's study of it, he 
could not estimate her power. All the progress of the 
Opera when she was absent was an unmeaning noise to 
him, an appearing and disappearing of useless people. 

She came again, still apparently composed; quite 
simple and natural in her acting. Without a grimace, 
without an effort, she sang ^ Era un re.' Busied with 
her spinning and singing dreamily to her own heart, it 
was the romance of an innocent girl, touched by love 
for the first time. Her lips wore a faint smile as she 
half murmured part of it softly and tenderly, with a 
loving hope in her eyes. By-and-by a wave of sadness 
came over her, and when she ended with a little sob, a 
thrill passed through Kingsley — ^he could see that her 
hands trembled, he could see the tears on her cheeks. 

Every burst of applause, though a tribute to her 
power, seemed out of place. She was not acting for 
the people, it was her life that wras passing before 

them. 

With what shrinking, what exquisite dignity, and yet 
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tender love, she repulsed Faust in the scene that followed. 
It seemed all her own story, her temptations, her sorrows, 
and Kingsley felt Ada^s life so blent with Marguerite's 
that he could not separate them. He seemed to see in 
Mephistopheles some cruel fate that haunted her, some 
fiend that was hunting down Ada^s young life. 

When in the glory of her passion and tenderness. 
Marguerite sings at her window, and Faust reappears 
— a fatal answer to her words — when yielding at last 
she flings her arms round him with a mingled cry of 
joy and agony, Kingsley turned white to the lips, and 
as the curtain fell he caught a glimpse of his brother at 
the side leading her off. 

Kingsley would riot go behind the scenes or attempt 
to speak to Ada before the end, much as he longed to 
do so. He knew this representation was so perfectly 
artistic that she would wish to be alone and silent, 
following still in the intervals of inaction the life and 
thoughts of Marguerite. 

Perhaps the most admirable part of her acting and 
singing was in the Cathedral scene where she prays, 
and Mephistopheles mars the peace she seeks by his 
cruel words, and where she comes forward and kneels 
in an agony of despair. Not alone Kingsley, but all 
the listeners felt that heaven must open at such pleading, 
and angels come to guard her from harm ! 

The people knew not what touched, them so deeply. 
They knew nothing of the sorrows of her own life, of the 
sadness of her youth, of the nearness of death to the 
beautiful girl before them, which made the wail of 
Marguerite's grief, the expression of her own. Even 
Kingsley did not know all. There were moments when 
there was a wild rage in his heart at the life she had 
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entered od ; when he saw her there for all eyes to gaze 
on^ she whom he now recogpiised to have been for years- 
his ideal. When he saw Faust take her in his arms 
with a glow in his eyes, and she lay her hand on his- 
shonlder with all the soft clinging action of We, he felt 
maddened by the sight. 

Why had she brought him there to see it all ? Was- 
it a cursed woman's cruelty^ that refinement of tortare 
which only a woman's heart could invent ? 

The Opera came to an end. To all the applause Ada 
had noyer once reappeared or repeated any part^ and by 
degrees the people had ceased cheering her^ caught her 
own spirit and followed the story in unbroken silence, 
an occurrence unknown before in an English theatre. 
At the close the pent-up excitement burst forth. There- 
was a great roar of sound which seemed not to find space 
enough within the building. Ada came forward with 
Faust and Mephistopheles. She looked very white and 
tired, but bowed with pretty grace and simplicity. 

When she had disappeared, the audience were still 
unsatisfied ; they must see her alone ; there were cries 
of, ^^ Marguerite ! Marguerite ! " and she came again» 
There seemed to be a kind of farewell in her face as 
she bowed to them. She looked now at Kingsley for 
the first time and smiled slightly. Then he saw the 
curtain drawn aside for her to pass in, and it wa« 
Geoffrey's eyes that glared through the open space. 

Ada, when amongst her fellow-actors, did not notice 
the jealousy in the eyes of the women, nor the admira- 
tion in the eyes of the men; she was watching for 
Kingsley and wondering if he would come behind the 
scenes to speak to her. She dreaded it on Florio's 
account, and yet longed for it. She had such a little 
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time to live ; what right had any one to interfere with 
her? 

Kingsley came after the last scene. She was 
frightened at the expression iti Plorio's face. Kingsley 
nodded carelessly to him, and took Ada^s hand, speaking 
so low that no one could overhear him, 

" Let me see you home, Ada ; I can't let you go away 
with that scoundrel.'* 

Ada scarcely heard him, she was in such terror since 
she had seen Florio's expression. 

"You have brought me Lily's congratulations, have 
you not ? '' she asked, loud enough for Florio to hear. 

'^ No, I have brought my own.'' 

" They are nothing without Lily's ; I am disappointed," 
she said with a laugh. 

Kingsley flushed angrily. What did she mean by it f 
" Is this what you asked me to come for ? " he said 
passionately. 

Ada gave a quick, frightened glance at him. Some 
one spoke to Florio, and she thought she might speak 
to Kingsley unobserved, but no — Florio dismissed his 
friend with a word, and came up to Ada^ 

^^If monsieur has said all he wants, I think, Ada, 
you had better come. It is chilly here." 

Kingsley grew white with rage, but what right had he 
to interfere ? If Ada chose to allow a brute like that 
to call her by her Christian name, and assume with her 
the manner of a man who was an accepted lover, what 
business was it of his ? He would only make himself 
ridiculous if he spoke. 

It would have been supreme pleasure to have un- 
masked Geoffrey, called him by his right name, and 
shown that he knew him for what he was. The tempta- 
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tion was very strong, but such an act seemed somewliat 
mean to Kingsley. Poor devil I why should he not have 
a chance of life ; so the two brothers glared at each 
other across Ada, who took Florio^s arm^ and with a 
hurried good- night to Kingsley, went away. 

She expected a scene with Florio, and hardly felt com- 
mand enough of herself to say the right thing. What if 
after all her struggles and sacrifices^ the evil she so 
much dreaded were to come ? She wished, foolishly, to 
die that very night and escape it all. 

Florio said never a word, but put her into a cab, 
said, " Good-night," and walked away. Her acting, 
her own approaching fate, I know not what else, worked 
her up to a terrible state of excitement. Florio was 
going to stab Herbert — there was death in his eyes — 
he had killed once — why not again ? 

She wanted to follow Florio, not to let him out of 
her sight. She feared she knew not what. She was 
in such an overwrought state that she was capable of 
any foolish, nay, reckless act. She put her head out of 
the window to tell the driver to follow Florio, then 
withdrew it again, ashamed of the absurdity of the 
order. She could see Florio cross the street, and there 
seemed something cruel and determinate in his walk. 
Once more she was on the point of trying to keep 
him in sight, but gave it up from sheer incapacity to 
form or carry out any scheme that night. 

Finally she sank back in a corner of the cab, and 
cried slowly and dismally, while she was driven rapidly 
away through the crowd of theatre-goers, to the quiet 
street where she lodged. 

So this was the end of Ada^s brilliant debut, 

'^My first and last appearance,'^ thought she. How 
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poor her life looked now compared with what she 
hoped it would have been ! If her last eflFort to right 
things were to fail, she would have no time left to do 
or undo, but must go ; had she been a mere dreamer, 
treasuring a girlish romance in her brain which 
blinded her to realities ? Life was such a little space 
she could now outstretch her hands and touch its 
boundaries, and she had taken no joy there ; had passed 
by happiness in a struggle for something unattainable. 
It seemed to-night as if there were a hundred voices 
mocking her. 

When we are in perfect health, feeling our pulses glow 
with youth and vigour, are going at a rattling pace on 
the back of a thorough-bred, or striding, gun on 
shoulder, across a moor, we cannot deny that when 
that evening closes, we are one day nearer our grave, 
but we do not see the landmarks then, and this un- 
deniable truth, we can believe in it less than in the 
wildest after-dinner story at a mess-table. But when 
the limit of our life is clearly pointed out, and that limit 
is not far off, we begin to understand. 

It seemed to Ada that she could live a hundred years 
in those few weeks, there was so much to be done. 
Already, how much had been crushed into two days. 
She had acted and sung and it had seemed nothing to 
her, no trouble to her, because her spirit was stretching 
on to something beyond. She could not calculate the 
effect she had produced, she had forgotten whether she 
had been applauded ; she only remembered that from 
a certain box, a bouquet of white roses had fallen and 
she had it still. 

Plorio would come to-morrow, perhaps with an offer 
of an engagement from Mr. Guild, and whsfc could she 
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aayf She must tell Florio at once, and what words 
could she use ? She could not summon tenderness to 
her lips, she would not try, but perhaps he mi^ht be 
touched when he knew she must die. 

The morning dawned, a beautiful Angast morning, 
and Ada took courage for the day's task. 

In the forenoon Florio came. He had not spoken the 
night before ; he was afraid of betraying himself. He 
did not feel sure of Ada; there was something quite 
unaccountable in her maimer of late. Was she trying 
to deceive him ? She had better not. 

The redemption of his character, that Ada hoped for^ 
seemed pretty far off that morning as he walked into 
her little sitting-room. 

How men sofben when things go smoothly ! What 
a fair promise there is when they get their own way ! 

Florio's face was hard, and he stroked his beard with 
a restless movement, peculiar to him when irritated. Ada 
looked very ill. There were great black marks under 
her eyes, and even since last night she seemed to have 
grown thinner. Preoccupied as he was, Florio remarked it. 

'^ How ill you look ! What is the matter ? Was 
last night too much for you, or is anything wrong ? You 
may as well tell me, Fll find it out if you don't.^' 

*'I mean to tell you, but not just yet. Tell me 
about last night, what did they think of me ? '^ 

He looked at her searchingly. He was impatient to 
know at once, but he would not show it. 

"You succeeded; did I not tell you long ago that 
you would ? It is not so terrible as you thought ; your 
life is begun now." 

It seemed such a mockery when she knew it was end- 
ing. 
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" You have work to do and power to do it. There is 
no finer destiny. You will see the truth of what I say 
by-and-by. Power is happiness ; we would be all kings 
and queens if we could.'^ 

He sat down beside her as he spoke. 

" You don't seem at all excited about it. By Jove ! if 
I had made such a dJihui as you made last nighty I should 
be pretty well elated by it, I can tell you ; but you are 
ill." 

He took her thin white hand in his. All the tender- 
ness in his nature — surely there was some — was g^ven 
to this girl. She was the link between him and position 
— ease — life, such as it used to be, such as his old habits 
•claimed. The only possible future for him was with her. 
Surely, he thought as he held her hand, in loving her 
he was a changed man. He would give up his schemes 
when he married her. It seemed possible to him to 
forgave, and think more forbearingly of all the evils done 
to him. There was an unacknowledged consciousness 
in his heart that his marriage with Ada would be the 
triumph of revenge, but why should he think of thatf 
Holding her hand and looking into her pathetic eyes, 
it seemed simple enough that he should love her for 
her own sake and try to make her his wife ; why should 
he seek any other motive? All that he had done and 
would do was for her sake. Her uncle must be shown 
up of course. It would be his duty as Ada's husband 
to see that she did not suffer from the rascality of others. 
Revenge ! That was very far from his thoughts. If 
people suffered, it was '' the even handed justice which 
<5ommends the poisoned chalice to our own lips.'' Look- 
ing back from the threshold of a new life, it seemed not 
by any means his doing that things had come to this« 
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Was it strange that he held her hand lovinglj^ that in 
a tender tone^ he said. 

*' But you are ill.^* 

" Yes, I am very weak. It is odd, is it not ? *' 

She must try and break it to him. 

*' It is nothing to signify, though ? It would never do 
to get ill now. You will have a visitor this afternoon ; 
guess who it is.^' 

" Mr. Guild ? " 

" Yes. He is going to oflTer you a three months 
engagement in the provinces. He will try to beat yon? 
down; all those managers do, but don't give in. 
Stand out for three or four hundred, and all expenses 
paid ; he is sure to give it, he would not lose you for the- 
world.'' 

She was sorry. She was not afraid of death, but she 
had the soul of an artist, and it glowed now at the 
thought of what her life might be. It was possible to- 
Kve for her art ; this fever of love would die out, and^ 
perhaps, she could be happy in the future. No, all this 
was at an end, and she must tell Florio so. 

She withdrew her hand from his. She stood up ; it 
seemed easier to speak standing ; she felt as though his 
rage and grief would crush her if she sat there quietly, 
so she walked to and fro. 

"This is what I want to tell you — I am so sorry.'^ 
Would the words never come ? " Sorry for you because 
I think you love me. I cannot accept an engagement 
... I am too ill . . . 1 am . . . dying, I believe.'*' 

She looked it surely, her delicate face transparently 
beautiful, and great drops upon her brow, but Florio did 
not notice it ; he sprang to his feet and caught her by 
both wrists. 
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*' It is a lie, Ada ! '^ he said in a horribly quiet voice., 
*' You want to give up the stage, to free yourself from- 
me — to break your engagement — to perjure yourself! 
and all for love of that accursed bro— Elingsley. Did 
I not see it in his face last night ? ^' 

Still he held her wrists and went on. 

" He would make you his mistress, and you would be 
glad enough to give yourself to him body and soul, but 
by God ! you shan't.'^ 

She gathered courage as she looked at him, perhaps 
because his words were untrue. She was not afraid of 
him, though his eyes glared and though she remembered 
the story of his youth. He might kill her if he liked, 
she did not fear him, and her soul looked out at him 
bravely and quelled him somewhat, for his grasp relaxed 
a little before she spoke. She drew breath. 

" Signor Florio, your words are vile/' 

Here she shook his hands off with infinite scorn in 
the movement. 

^^What I tell you is true. Go with me to Doctor 
Headley and he will tell you so. I am dying. What 
you have just said makes me glad that death will free 
me from my engagement to you. I fancied you would 
be sorry.*' 

Here she gave a short laugh. 

'^ Now 1 have nothing to fret about. All your pro- 
fession of softened feelings are hollow, and I am glad 
to have found it out.'' 

He stood confounded. Had he unmasked himself at the 
wrong moment ? All was slipping from him — his triumph, 
his revenge, his hope of independence, of a place in life. 
He was baflBed on every side, how could he be calm? 
His handkerchief was in his hands, he twisted it in his^ 
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fingers, snapped it across, and tossed the pieces in tbe 
fireplace. 

'' How can I help speaking like that ? '' he said. '' I 
can't realise that yon are ill; you were well enoagh 
yesterday. I do not stop to choose nice words ; I thought 
you were above shrinking from strong expressions. 
Why should I not suspect you ? Why should I not be 
jealous of you ? I am not a fool ; I can read a man's face 
well enough.'* 

'^ All that has nothing to say to it. If all the i^vorld 
were in love with me, it does not change the fact that 
I am dying. What is to prevent me breaking oflF my 
engagement if I want to, without sullying my lips with 
lies ? '' 

"There," he said hastily, "I suppose I was wrong; 
but why do you let that fellow hang about you ? I have 
thought for you all this time ; worked up in my profession 
to be of use to you." 

He would not hesitate to use any argument, however 
ungenerous, to gain his ends ; it seemed just and fair. 

" 1 don't speak of privations which I endured, which 
you never knew of, rather than worry you about money. 
I have not talked to you of my love, heaven knows, 
seeing it was distasteful to you. I waited, and hoped 
if we were to be husband and wife, that there might 
At least be a bond of friendship and confidence between 



ns." 



He went on without pause, every sentence strong and 
plain. Ada listened, her eyes on the ground. 

" It is very true," she said quietly. 

There was silence for a little while. 

"You exaggerate your illness, perhaps, doctors are 
not always right \ what is the matter with you ? *' 
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" I have disease of the heart ; my lungs too, I believe 
there is something wrong with them. 1 don't under- 
stand, I think it is a complete break up ; but I forget 
all the doctor said, except that I cannot live long/' 

" You are drooping in this beastly climate ; come 
a^way to your own land/' 

He spoke with energy ; all was not lost yet. 

" No, no,'' she said impatiently. *' What is the good of 
rushing about from place to place. I would rather stay 
here for the last few weeks of my life." 

" Do you wish me to believe what you have been saying, 
and to feel that I have wronged you and have spoken 
unjustly ? '' 

" Yes, of course. What is it ? " 

She felt a strange presentiment of something horrible 
as she waited for his answer. 

" Marry me at once, and let me take you to Italy.'' 

She felt a chill creeping over her and her face growing 
rigid. She could not reply. 

" I knew it," he said with an oath, bringing his hand 
down with a crash on the table beside him. " You may 
be ill — you may be dying — ^but you are in the power of a 
scoundrel, and he shall pay for it, so help me God ! " 

It had come to this. Everything she had been doing, 
every sacrifice she had made, had only precipitated 
things, had only made the climax more awful. She 
seemed to have ruined everybody's life and her own, and 
yet she had tried to do right. Lily — Kingsley — ^herself — 
Florio, there was a fearful destiny for all. Who amongst 
them would be the happier for all her struggles ? Like 
a flash it came into her mind that there was one thing to 
be done. She had never dreamt of it before — to tell 
Florio that she knew who he really was. It was an awful 
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risk I She quivered as one who takes a fearful spring 
which may be life or death. All this was in a moment. 
How the mind flies, and masses the thought of hours into 
a second. 

'' You may perhaps believe that I do not want to 
deceive you, when I tell you that I know your history, 
that I know you are — Geoffrey Kingsley ! '' 

She looked in his eyes unflinchingly as she spoke. She 
saw his colour change to a horrid whiteness, and lips part 
showing his teeth and giving a bitter, old look to his 
face. She could not rest there ; the words seemed too 
cruel. She went on — 

*' I did not shrink from you because of your past life ; 
I could believe that you could have done ihai and yet not 
be bad. It was since I became convinced who you were 
that I promised to be your wife.'' 

He was regaining his self-control. Should he deny his 
identity ? She might have proofs that would be incon- 
testable ; if so, he would lose all power over her if he 
denied it, she would never believe in him again. 

" How did you learn this ? " he asked, and even to 
himself his voice sounded strange. 

" Miss Grey told me the story of Mr. Kingsley's family 
and then, I don't know how it was, I saw that you were 
his brother." 

''You have formed your conclusion on very slender 
evidence." 

Ada wondered at the calm with which he spoke. 

" Perhaps things you said yourself helped me. You 
acknowledged that Florio was not your real name, that 
you could never claim your own name, that the world had 
been unjust to you. Oh ! there were a hundred things 
that convinced me." 
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" And you, being quite assured that I was GeoflTrey 
Kingsley, made me your friend ? ^' 

'' Yes." 

"Associated me with your life, promised to marry an 
outcast — an escaped convict ? '^ 

" Yes/' 

" Yet you say you do not love me as women love, so 
you were not blinded. I don't understand you; where 
was the motive ? '* 

" Can you not believe that I sympathised with you, 
that I realised your position, your isolation, your rebellion 
against a fearful fate, which followed an act which might 
have been one of passionate indignation, not cold-blooded 
cruelty. How could I tell ? You had intellect, power, 
you were kind to me — a help to me in my life, why 
should I not be the same to you ? '' 

All the possible good in his heart rose out of sleep as 
she spoke. The divine spark which lingers somewhere 
always, was breathed upon and glowed with light. A 
tide of softened memories swept over him. Almost, he 
repented. For a moment he seemed to look into the 
dark places of his soul, and see what they were and what 
they might have been. He stood before this girl as 
himself, no shadow, bearing another name and living 
another life, but true for once ; and she did not turn away 
from him. Then there was goodness in the world ; then 
there was purity ; there was love ! 

She, watching him, saw the change^ — ^the far-away look 
in his eyes — the hope — the tenderness towards her — all, 
and even more than he really thought of. If in truth she 
had loved him, what a life his might become, how good 
would triumph over evil, and she rejoice in her work ! 
But the momentary change was pitiful. She could have 
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wept over it. She could almost have wished him cold 
and cruel again. What right had she to give life to what 
she could AOt nurture ? 

** Do you know, Ada, that you hold my life in your 
hands ? Why not call a policeman and give me into 
custody ? I could not worry you any more then/' 

" Why should I ? Have you not as much right as I 
have to life and freedom ? You have sufifiered for your 
sin — ^your life is in your own hands — you can make it 
ten times nobler now than that of men who have had no 
history, who have gone on smoothly and unthinkingly/* 

He watched her as she spoke ; studying the expression 
of her face, which was elevated — rapt ; and understand- 
ing it most imperfectly. Had he discovered the motive 
of her interest in him ? 

''Have you liked me because I was bad? Do you 
think to make me docile and lead me by a string like 
the wild beasts at a show? That sort of thing has a 
great fascination for some women, 1 believe." 

The momentary tenderness and softness was going — 
the spark dying out and leaving the darkness more dark. 

" I have told you as well as I can what I felt towards 
you. Does it please you to find ridiculous motives for 
what I do and say ? '' 

*' It is true,'' he said with a sneer. " You are not the 
sort of woman to preach religion, and want to bring back 
wandering sheep to the fold — ^you are too pretty and too 
clever for that. For you, as for me, I fancy ' La question 
de Dieu manque d'actualite.' " 

*' Not for me. If that is not real, nothing is. Not 
this life, this world — ^human beings are unreal enough ; 
bnt we don't want to discuss this, do we ? 'La question 
de Dieu ' has to be answered by our own souls." 



A I Length it Ringeth to Evensong. 22 j 

" Tell me what you are going to do. The doctor may 
have told you you can't live ; you do not believe it, I 
know I don't/' 

He did not realise it. It was too monstrous to be- 
lieve. Scheming seemed at an end. At present he was 
simply staggered and helpless. 

" I do believe it, but I will ask some other doctor if 
you like. I cannot accept an engagement with Mr. 
Guild, because I could not fulfil it. Perhaps I shall live ;. 
perhaps I shall have a successful career as a singer ; 
perhaps I shall be your wife.'' 

She forced herself to say the last words cheerfully and 
without shuddering, but it was hard. 

" But still I may die, and I must be business-like." 

She ended with a faint smile. Plorio did not speak, 
but he gnawed his lip and changed his position uneasily* 

'^ I owe you money," she continued. 

Oh, thought he, she wants to free herself from this debt 
to me ! Where could she get money. Herbert ? It was 
all a deep-laid scheme. 

'^ Do you want me," he said, '' to enter into a deep 
calculation of percentage ? Pay me the original sum or 
don't pay me at all, cela m'est bien 6gal." 

" I owe you far more than money, I must only repay 
you as best I can. As to calculating what I owe, it is 
absurd. I have the power of making a will. I want to 
leave you all my property. I have been engaged to you ; 
you have the best right to it." 

He noticed that she spoke of her engagement as a 
thing that was past. Was it growing real, this threat 
of death ? 

" What do I want with money ? I have done without 
it for years. Your life can do much for me," he an- 
swered doggedly. 
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*' I know," she said, tonclied by his words, '' that you 
would have begun life afresh. I want yoa to do so still, 
to take my name, and do just the same as if I had lived.'' 

This smaller good seemed very poor compared to what 
he had anticipated. There was a dull rage burning in his 
heart, perhaps sorrow too. He was not wholly bad. 
His revenge, his love, and his self-interest, had been so 
closely blent; the triumph of the one was the triumph of all. 
Now Ada was trying to separate them. By her identi- 
fication of him, she had tied his hands ; to strike a blow 
in the dark now was impossible, there could always be 
light thrown on his past life by her. What was this she 
was offering him ? Riches and position ? As master of 
Oaklands he could make Mr. St. George restore to the 
uttermost farthing all that he had defrauded the estate 
-of. That thought gave him but little pleasure. 

He saw himself utterly alone. No creature would 
attach itself to him. If Ada knowing his history had 
loved him and married him, what would he have cared for 
the past ? Even Herbert, he could have forgotten him. 
But Ada did not love him. Though he had no grounds 
for his belief, it rankled in his mind that Herbert was 
the cause. He had condemned him to exile, had stood 
in his place and enjoyed his rights. He had stolen this 
girl's love, and she was dying because she was un- 
happy, or else it was a lie to rid herself of her engage- 
ment to him. And now after all this, Herbert was 
escaping from him. K he had come in at this moment, 
I think Florio would have crushed his life out; but when 
he thought over it, all was not lost. 

Yes, let Ada bequeath her fortune to him ; it was, as 
she said, his right, but it would be more certainly his 
right if she married him. 
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" Listen to me, Ada/^ he said quite gently. '' I can't 
think of your death. Do whatever you think right about 
your will ; you are sure to act kindly and for the best. 
Forgive me for all Pve said, but I am nearly mad. 
You think me heartless. For God's sake marry me, Ada. 
If you live, it is only what you meant to do ; if you 
die, I shall have known happiness for once, and it will 
give me courage to live and act as you would wish.'' 

He did not look at her as he spoke, but at the end he 
kissed her, and she shuddered at his touch. She could 
not be his wife; the sacrifice was too great, but she 
did not dare to say so. 

" I will think of it," she muttered ; '' leave me by my- 
self now. I am very tired." 

'' I will come to-morrow, and I will see Guild to-day." 
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After Florio left her^ Ada sat for awhile motionless. If 
she could only die more quickly, when her will was 
made and every precaution taken to make the lives of 
those who survived her safe and happy. Perhaps she 
would, who could tell ? She went that afternoon to a 
lawyer. She had asked Doctor Headley to tell her of 
one. She felt very full of energy as she started ; surely 
she was not dying ! 

There were more difficulties about her will than Ada 
had imagined. The attorney must be thoroughly ac- 
quainted with the provisions of her father^s will, before 
it was clear what was in her power to bequeath. She 
might have no power to make a will till she was twenty- 
four. Ada gave him a slight outline of what she 
wished. She felt rather awkward and timid about it 
at first, but the impassibility of the lawyer gave her 
courage. After all, what was it to these men of routine 
if she left her fortune to a chimney-sweep ! He would 
study the will of the late Colonel St. George^ — ^make a 
draft of her will if it was compatible with the condi- 
tions of her father's, and then he would communicate 
with her. Ada asked how long it would take, and was 
told a day or two, perhaps more. And so she went 
home again. 
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She had thought much about leaving her property to 
Florio. It looked on the surface a wrong act to place 
riches in the hands of a man who had outraged the 
law j was perhaps scarcely wise. With her usual habit of 
thinking from an unworldly point of view, she had 
come to consider it thus : — If Florio were wicked, ease 
and restoration to a position which he had always oc- 
cupied, would take the sting of desperation from his 
mind. It is tolerably easy to be good — with a certain 
kind of goodness — ^when you are rich ; you are hedged 
round with proprieties ; the evil in you sleeps j at least 
you are forced into outward conformity with the world's 
morals ; at least you are not hurtful to your neighbour, 
though your own nature may be unchanged. 

How many of the money-loving and money-grubbing 
men who go to church with an air of infinite virtue, 
but with the stamp of their brutal natures in their faces, 
would be, if in Plorio's position, models of respecta- 
bility ? 

The very fact of being master of Oaklands would 
perforce change Plorio's life considerably. AjKuenco 
would soften things to him somewhat. Ada had to 
acknowledge to herself that he would not find money 
despicable. Perhaps too when she was dead and he stood 
in her place in the world, his heart would be softened 
somewhat, and her memory would be more powerful 
for good than her influence while living. Florio had 
strong claims upon her ? Who had greater ? He had 
given her his time, his money, his love. K she lived, 
she would owe to him the occupation of her life, the 
development of a talent which would make life en- 
durable. At the root of all, lay the hope that Florio's 
thirst for revenge would be lessened by this bequest of 
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hers ; that, finding himself independent with n^w duties 
and interests, he would try to forget the old life and 
would be unwilling to risk his position to satisfy his 
vindictive feelings. It would seem perhaps to him that 
fate had done him justice at last, and that he need no 
longer try to do justice to himself. This was Ada's 
real motive for leaving her fortune to Florio, but she 
buried it under a host of other reasons. ' Cosi fan tutte.' 
Ada could not eat anything when she came home; 
she was feverish and excited ; she began to put every- 
thing in order, to bum useless letters, to lay aside little 
things that she wished to leave as souvenirs. It ivas a 
beautiful August afternoon. The milkman as he came 
round was whistling as he walked. Carriages crammed 
with picnic parties went by in the direction of Richmond. 
From the opposite house a tiny child with a tiny water- 
ing-can, came out to water a few pale flowers, which in 
her bright little eyes were treasures beyond price. She 
glanced at Ada with a look of pride as she tended them. 
Suddenly she dropped her can and rushed to the gate, 
looking excitedly and longingly down the street, where 
a troop of children were hurrying to watch a Punch and 
Judy. 

Ada smiled as she thought how gladly the small trim 
little person would have been dirty and poor, so as to have 
joined in the little crowd of unwashed that were surround, 
ing the fascinating show ! 

A sudden interest in the faces of the passers-by awoke 
in Ada. Every one seemed so fuU of life and brightness. 
A riding party cantered through the street ; and in their 
voices, the bright flash of their eyes, the very handling of 
their steeds, there was a fulness of vigour and health. 
lA.eTii who were mending the roof of one of the houses 
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were singing as they worked, stopping now and then for 
a jest and loud laugh. Now as Ada sat at the open 
window, looking out on the street and its movement, she 
felt that she would like to live, poor child ! She had 
arranged her little plans so that things were smoother 
now ; might she not live and find pleasure in nature, in 
her art, in a life of thought and work. She was forget- 
ting that it was her coming death which smoothed her 
difficulties, and that with renewed life they would rise up 
as stubbornly as ever. 

Ada thought of the day at school when she had stood 
looking out on the street. Then back came all the little 
events of that time. The words of the old fortune-teller; 
they were coming true, were they not ? ^^ Une triste 
vie — toujours des chagrins.^' The whole scene was before 
her, and every word remembered : " Tant de malheur ^ 
cause de lui — II ne vaut pas la peine.^^ She found her- 
self contradicting this assertion with excitement, as if it 
were unworthy of her to let it pass. 

Was she really dying ? A long thrill ran through her 
as she sat with folded hands, thinking of it. Where 
would the restless spirit go ? There was no one to tell 
her. All alone she must go away. Well, for years she 
had been alone : it was only one step further. How 
strange to look out to-day, and again to-morrow, and one 
day to look out no more, and everything to go on just 
the same as before ! The postman to come and knock ; 
the milk-boy to whistle as cheerily, and she to be gone — 
where ? Strangers would come and carry forth her body, 
hers no more, for she would be away. It was strange 
to have no right of possession, even of her own body, and 
it was very beautiful. She had thought little about it 
in the days of her health, when it seemed to her an un- 
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dyin^ habitation ; bnt dow, wbea the partinf^ came nigh, 
it leemed as a loviog iriend whose attractions are tn- 
ereaied a hnndred-fold when we aay good-bye, or as the 
old home of ohildhood which we must leave for ever. 

The dolioaoy of her fair skin, the exquisite proportions 
of her limba, the grace of her movements, all Btmck her 
■nddnnly } and irom an inrolantar}' impulse ahe rose and 
looked at heraelf in the little old-fashioned mirror o-ver 
the ohimnoy. The yearning tenderness of her eyes 
looked ont at her from the glass. What wonld remain to 
hor of her individuality when the living symbol of her 
thoughts was gone ? What would that nameless some- 
thing bo, that formless life which would pass ont, in a 
moment of agonized separation, from the fair body ? 

Bhe went back to her seat by the window, and then 
Mine material thoughts of death and corruption ; thoughts 
which make physical nature shrink and shudder; bnt 
they dwelt not long in Ada's pure brave soul. Why 
dhoiild her spirit fester in loathsome decay for an instant f 
That would be her own doing. The great Giod had never 
willed it BO. 

The afternoon crept by, and it grew sultry, as from a 
coining thunderstorm. There are many such days in our 
great city during the month of August, when exhausted 
excitement-seekers pant for the fresh country after the 
season's dissipation, and hurry away Irom town to find 
such beauty as their poor natures can find, in pure air 
and blue skies. Ada began to think of Oaklands ; of 
the great stately row of beech-trees by her favourite walk j 
of the group of pines down by the stream that people 
Balled the Seven Sisters ; of the delicate beauty of the 
ferns by the water-side, bending over as though to look 
at their own reflection in the pure stream ; of the sad 
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sob of the wood-pigeon, the cruel cry of the hawk, and 
the buzz of insects merry-making in the summer air. 
TheTO seemed^ peace to her in the quiet country ; it was a 
fit place to die — out of the heartless pushing and scram- 
bling for money, in the face of loving nature — away firom 
the world of ugliness, in the beauteous world that God has 
made. 

It is the last note of music that lingers in the ear ; it 
is the word last spoken to us that we forget not, and why 
should she not carry with her into the spirit-world a 
dream of beauty ? 

It grew dusk, and the maid came in to remind Miss 
Knight that she had not ordered any dinner, and to ask 
what she would like. Servants always ask that when it 
is too late to get anything you like ! Fortunately, Ada 
was indifferent as to the menu. She did not want any- 
thing, but it would sound silly to say so to the servant, 
to whom food was the one thing needful. So she ordered 
chops in a strong-minded way, and desired her to get them 
ready as soon as possible. 

Ada^s housekeeping, since she had come to Netting 
Hill, was of rather an erratic character, and it did not 
add to her strength that frequently she forgot to order 
lunch or dinner ; and when the servant came to remind 
her, rather than make the exertion of doing so, she would 
say she was going out, and would make a tour round the 
dreary streets in the neighbourhood, to fill up the time. 

To-day, by a great efifort, she thought of chops ! Why 
is that uninteresting dish the only one that suggests itself 
to the brain of man or woman when they do not want to 
be bothered ? 

Ada remembered that this was the night of Lady Brec- 
ton's card party, to which Lady Grey never failed to go. 
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and to which she invariably dragged her unwilling 
husband. Not that she cared for play, but it was quite 
the thing to be at these parties, and the miller's daug'hter 
loved the gramde monde. Lily would probably stay at 
home ; she would ask Sir Trevor's sister to spend the 
evening with her — a poor old thing, who was very deaf 
and much addicted to knitting in a blind sort of way^ and 
then Bangsley would drop in. 

'* I will go/' thought Ada. '* I will spoil their little 
party, but it won't matter for once. Lily will forgive me 
when she knows." 

She wanted to see Kingsley. What did he think of 
her after the scene of last night ? It was insufferably 
hot. Her hands were damp, and she felt faint for want 
of air. She would be better out. She went into her 
room to put on a thin white muslin, and then came back to 
dine. The chops appeared on the scene, and the maid took 
off the cover with an air of much satisfaction in her work ! 
Compared to the chops Ada was in the habit of seeing 
at Park Lane, they seemed to be cut from some colossal 
breed of sheep ! They were surrounded by some greasy 
compound, impossible to do justice to by description. 
Fortunately the maid retired and did not see Ada's 
expression. Ada devoted a little time to cutting up a 
chop into small pieces on her plate, and hiding some of 
them under vegetables and potatoes so as not to hurt 
the feelings of her anxious servant, but she became pain- 
fully aware of the fact that there is no such thing as 
annihilation in nature ! Then she ate a few biscuits and 
drank some wine, and felt quite strong. 

Ada waited a little while, to give the maid the idea 
that she was eating a most hearty dinner, then put on 
her hat and cloak and rang the bell. 
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I am going to spend the evening out/^ she said 
when the maid appeared. ^^ Do not sit up for me, I will 
let myself in with the latch-key/^ 

" WonH you have any tea or nothing when you come 
in, miss ? '^ 

" No, nothing ; thank you/^ 

Being in extreme terror lest she should ask her how 
she liked her dinner, Ada said good-night cheerily and 
hurried ofiF. 

It was pleasant in the open air. They were beginning 
to light the lamps, but the daylight was not quite gone 
and their flame looked pale. It was a long walk to 
Park Lane, but Ada thought she would enjoy it this 
summer's evening. She could not walk very fast ; that 
long pull up the Bayswater Road tired her. She noticed 
after a little while that people stared at her. She was 
weak and was walking very slowly, perhaps that was the 
reason, it gave her an idle look ; so she quickened her 
steps. After she passed the Marble Arch and before 
she turned the comer, some one spoke to her. She did 
not quite hear what he said, but it frightened her more 
than she thought it could have done, and she hurried 
quite breathlessly down Park Lane. It was so silly in 
a public thoroughfare to be afraid; what harm could 
any one do her ? And yet she was nervous and trembling. 

There was light in the drawing-room, and the windows 
were open ; they were evidently at home. The servant 
held open the door and Ada stepped in. 

" Miss Grey is at home, I think,^^ she said. 

The servant knew Ada ; it was only a few weeks since 
she had been there ; it seemed a lifetime. 

'^ Don^t announce me,^^ she said, and went up. 

Ada's treatment of Bangsley the night before was 
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rankling in his mind. Apparently she liad asked him 
to attend her debut that she might show him her prefer- 
ence for his brother, that she might humiliate him in 
the presence of another man. It was a coarse trinmph, 
and altogether unworthy of her. It sent Engsley back 
with a faint rebound to Lily. She looked sweeter and 
more attractive to him to-night. She had not Ada's 
beauty or intellect, but she would be incapable of wilfully 
wounding him. And so his words were more tender 
to-night, and they talked together of things they would 
do when they were married, and places they would go to. 

They were sitting together near the window as Ada 
came in, and Kingsley was playfully twining in her hair 
a spray of that red-leaf creeper which grows over many 
of the houses in London. The old aunt was, as Ada 
expected, sitting near the table knitting. A great pang 
of regret and bitterness came into Ada's heart as she 
looked at them. She was quite colourless after her walk 
in the warm night air. Kingsley started when he saw 
her ; somehow she looked unearthly to-night in her white 
dress ; there was a transparent, intangible look about her. 

Lily jumped up and kissed her. The old aunt looked 
over her spectacles in a surprised way for some minutes, 
then half rose and gave a little dignified bow. 

^^ It is so hot,'' Ada said, ^^ and I am so tired." 

Lily made her sit down by the window. Kingsley 
stood up at the other side, his hands behind him, leaning 
against the shutter. 

^^ You have not walked, surely ? " Lily said. 

" Yes." 

" By yourself, all the way ! " 

" Yes. "Why not, nobody would eat me, Lily, and no 
one knows who I am ? " 
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'^ You will be pretty well known soon/' 

'^ Oh ! I forgot about my acting ; perhaps that was the 
reason two men stared at me so rudely and followed me 
down the street/' 

" Were you not frightened ? '' 

" A little bit, perhaps, but it did not matter. They 
thought they recognised me, that was it/' 

Kingsley had not spoken. He had shaken hands with 
Ada coldly. She felt the diflFerence in his manner \ it 
made her restless ; she must make him speak. 

^^ I saw you last night/' Lily went on, '^ and a little 
while ago I was talking to Mr. Kingsley about you." 

^^ Were you," she answered dreamily. 

" How very calm you were ! I think I should have 
gone mad with excitement. By the way," she added, 
" I want to know why you only picked up one of the 
bouquets ? " 

Ada flushed a little. 

" Because it was the only one I cared for." 

" How do you like the idea of being an actress ? It 
must be very amusing." 

'^ It is not the least bit amusing, but I should like it 
more and more, I think." 

Kingsley had not spoken, but now he said impatiently, 

" I think it is an odious life ; one I have no sympathy 
with. It is so unreal ; and then, attendant on success, 
there is so much fawning and flattery from vulgar minds/^ 

" It is quite real to any one who has the power to make 
it so." 

" I don't believe it. The moment you are ofi" the 
scene, you are an actress — not the character you represent 
— to be snubbed or cringed to, as the case may be." 

" It is not so. Ton can keep away from the others 
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between the scenes; you can never lose sight of your 
part for an instant ; you can think as the man or i^oman 
you represent thought ; you live in his or her sonl^ and 
make it all as true as your own life." She began quietly 
but got more earnest as she went on. '^ I used to think 
as you do. I shrank from the stage. It was foolish of 
me. Any profession can be dignified by truth and a 
noble aim. It is the soul that looks through; which 
makes or mars an occupation. I do not expect to con- 
vince you ; you are strangely bitter against the life I have 
chosen." 

Lily looked from one to the other in surprise. It 
seemed odd that they should quarrel ; it could matter so 
little to Herbert what Miss Knight did. She settled it 
in this way : It must be that Herbert was annoyed that 
her great friend should be an actress, and that she — Lily 
— HBhould be in any way associated with theatrical people. 
Her mother then must be partly right in what she had 
said that morning, since even Herbert was not comfort- 
able about it. 

Kingsley caught Lily^s astonished expression, and put 
on an indifferent tone. 

'^ Please forgive me, Miss Knight, it was bad taste of 
me to speak in that way, since you have chosen an 
actresses life, but I am afraid I was not thinking of you 
and was only airing a certain set of my own views. ^' 

'^ You sounded dreadfully cross, both of you,'^ said Lily, 
" so don^t go on." 

" Why did you not come to see me, Lily ? ^^ said Ada, 
with an effort, '^ and tell me what you thought of me ? You 
might have come just to see if I had survived last 
night." 

" I meant to do so," Lily began hesitatingly. 
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She had not been prepared for that question, and this 
moming^s conversation with her mother was painfully 
clear in her mind. 

'' And then ? '' 

" I don^t know, I had a headache/^ 

" You will come to-morrow ? " 

" I am not sure.'^ 

Ada looked very puzzled, and Kingsley stepped out on 
the balcony and hummed a tune. It was one of those 
awkward moments that he abhorred, which gave him pain> 
and other people pain, and which he would gladly have 
sneaked out of; he did his best in that way, he stepped 
out on the balcony and left Lily to make the best of her 
position ; after all it was her look out. Lily was very 
simple and thought it better to come to bare facts. 

" You know how horrible mamma can be,^' she said, 
taking Ada^s hand ; " well, the truth is, she was a little 
more disagreeable than usual to-day, and said I must not 
go to see you. I said I would go. She said I should not 
have the carriage. I said I would get a cab. She said 
none of the servants should get me one, so at last I 
thought I had better wait and speak to papa/' 

" What reason did your mamma give ? '^ 

" She said that as you had chosen an actress's life, yon 
must expect to lose your friends, and that of course I 
could not run the risk of meeting actors and all sorts of 
people at your house.'' 

Ada smiled. It is to be observed that Kingsley, though 
on the balcony, had ceased humming his tune and heard 
every word that was said. 

*' A vast number of people are likely to trouble me in 
my little lodgings, I should think ! " Ada said scorn- 
fiiUy. 
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'' Anything more ? '' she added. 

" No, I think not ; I forget.'' 

^' Bat I know, without your telling me. I w^as to be 
told that, under the circumstances, it was better that I 
should not come here. 

''I am sure of it," she added quickly, patting up 
her hand to stop Lily from speaking. '' Don't worry Sir 
Trevor. You must give in— I forgot my objectionable 
profession when I came here, but Mr. Kingsley's lecture 
has awakened me to the enormity of my ynickedness in 
coming to see you." 

Kingsley made a step forward into the room. How 
she had misunderstood him ! but how could he explain 
in Lily's presence." 

" Never mind," Ada said, seeing Lily's face quite 
troubled, '^ we shall enjoy this evening together and even 
Mr. Kingsley will tolerate me for half an hour or so. 
Tou know I can scarcely be contaminated by the stage, 
having only appeared once as yet." 

, "Tou know I did not mean that," Kingsley said 
angrily. These were the only words with which he could 
justify himself. 

^' I do not know exactly what you mean or I mean or 
any one means," she said pettishly. 

^' Tou don't think I care less for you because you are 
an actress ; do you ? " said Lily timidly. 

'^ No, I don't. Just at present you had better obey 
Lady Grey. By-and-by she may get accustomed to the 
idea and may let you come j we'll see." 

The old aunt was feeling herself neglected — ^naturally, 
and remembering that Miss Knight sang, asked in a mild 
voice might they not have a little music. 

Before any one could speak, Ada got up and said, 
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"I would like to sing to-Light if you will let me. 
Give me your portfolio, Lily, I will find something. 

^^ Your mamma won^t be back yet, will she ? ^^ A.da 
added as she turned over the music. 

" Oh ! not for half an hour at least.'' 

She chose a song, then stepped back to Kingsley, who 
was still standing listlessly by the window, and held it 
out to him. 

" You will accompany me ? '^ 

"Yes, certainly .'' 

He looked into her eyes as if trying to understand her 
thoughts. The song she had chosen was Lamartine's 

* L'Automne.' The words were sentimental and weak, 
the music of no real worth. She had always thought so, 

m 

and scarcely knew why she chose it, but as she sang 
all the pathos of her soul went into it. It was to her the 
last song she would ever sing to them. She stood back 
from the piano and her eyes rested on Kingsley, on Lily, 
on the familiar room, and it seemed her good-bye. Her 
heart melted as she sang. She had no bitter thoughts, 
what did it matter? When she came to the words, 

* Moi, je meurs,' her voice was heart-rending in its power 
ajad sadness. 

Kingsley played in a dream. He scarcely knew what 
he was doing. A long thrill ran through his veins. 

As to the old aunt, she cried furtively behind her 
spectacles, a faint wave of heryoung hopes and disappoint- 
ments coming back to her. Lily was still sitting by the 
window and a strange sadness seemed to come suddenly 
into her life. As the last} note died away Kingsley rose 
to his feet. There was a drawn look about his lips. 

" Good God ! child, why do you sing like that ? '' he 
whispered, and then he turned away to the window. 
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So he was not so indiflferent ; she had brought him back 
from his coldness. 

No one spoke for a few minutes ; then the old lady 
got up, toddled to the piano, and in a snuffly sort of voice 
— ^not having yet recovered from her tears — asked Ada to 
translate the song. 

" You know/* she said, " I have forgotten all my 
French .'' 

This was too much for Ada. While her pulses were 
still throbbing with emotion, her soul having gone forth in 
the words — to roar an Bnghsh version of them into the ear 
of Miss Grey ! 

"I could not,'^ she said firmly, and as she spoke 
she put the song away in Lily^s portfolio. 

Old Miss Grey looked at her in astonishment, then 
crossed the room to Lily. 

" Your friend,^^ she said, ^^ has a beautiftd voice, qnite 
touching it is, but she has very funny manners.^' 

This, of course, was only meant for Lily, but it was qnite 
loud enough for the others to hear ; Ada smiled. 

" I really could not help it,^^ she said deprecatingly to 
Bangsley, who had come near her. 

'^ I know that,^^ he answered, " of course you could 
not.'' 

" 1 am going now.'' 
" Won't you have a cab ? " said Lily. 
" No. Good-bye." 

As she kissed Lily, she drew her out on the balcony. 
^' I may not see you for some time ; perhaps not for a 
fortnight or three weeks. Lady Grey does not wish it, so 
we had better wait. Good-bye." 

Her voice trembled a Uttle and she kissed her more 
lovingly than she had ever done. Lily wondered at her 
manner. 
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" I am so sorry that I repeated mammals stupidity/' 
she said, " it teased you, but what could I do ? ^' 

^^ You were quite right, dear. You have always been 
nice to me. Good-bye/* 

Then they stepped back into the room. 
'^ I am going too, Lily,** Kingsley said. '^ It is late, 
and I may as well see Miss Kjiight into a cab.** 
" It is quite early.** 

" I have to call at my club to see Stanley of the Blues 
on some business, so good night.** 

Ada went down, Kingsley lingering a little behind, 
but catching her up as she went out of the hall-door. 
He drew Ada*s arm through his without speaking. 

" Why did you take what I said to-night in a wrong 

light ? ** he said angrily. ^' You know I could not 

mean that you were not fit company for Lily ! Why 

did you misunderstand me or pretend to misunderstand 

me?** 

'^It was a natural mistake. You were so calm and 
indifferent to-night, it was just the sort of thing I would 
expect from your lips,** 

'^ Nonsense ! You knew I meant that I hated the 
stage for you ; that I shuddered at your being brought 
in contact with the vulgar familiarity of your fellow- 
actors ; that I condemned the profession because I think 
it beneath you. Cold and indifferent?** he went on, 
after a second*s pause. *'Why should I not be? I 
must study to restrain loving looks or words when they 
meet with such a reception as mine did last night. A 
man has pride, be he ever so much in love, and he will 
not stand being tied to the chariot-wheels of his rival to 
minister to his triumph ! ** 

VOL. III. 16 
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He felt more angry as he went on ; felt more and 
more wronged as he found appropriate words to express 
his indignation. 

I offered to break my engagement/^ he continued, 
to do anything. I would have despised the condemna- 
tion of every one for your sake, but you refused ; then 
why sacrifice me to the mean vanity of a coquette ? It is 
unworthy of you." 

She could not have stopped him or have spoken. 
She was crying, but at his last words she found 
her voice; it was faint, her throat was parched 
and her breath seemed to bum her Ups as it passed 
them. 

" Stop, stop — I can^t listen if you speak like that^ it 
is too cruel of you. I did not ask you to come last 
night from such a coarse motive as you impute to me. 
The reason I could not speak to you, when you came 
behind the scenes, was that I feared Signer Florio. 
I dreaded that he might suspect somethings so I 
was forced to be rude; I asked you to come because 
I longed to see you there, that I might not feel utterly 
aJone.^^ 

" And what did it matter about Florio-— as you call 
him ; what is it to him if I love you ? ^^ 

" I promised to be his wife/* she said slowly. 

" What ! '' 

Kingsley dropped her arm, almost pushed her from 
hiTn roughly, and stopped walking as he did so. Some 
passers-by stared at him, and their looks reminded him 
where he was, so he walked on slowly and mechanically, 
Ada following his example. 

'^ You engaged to an escaped convict ! To my 
brother! It is too monstrous I Will you explain^ so 
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that I may try to find some excuse for what sounds to 
me simply disgusting/^ 

'^ What is the use of explaining ? '^ she answered in 
despair. '^You won^t understand. You can't believe 
that there is any good in your brother, that there is fine 
feeling which can be roused. What happiness was there 
for me? I had sacrificed a young life once to my 
mad love for you ; a love which — which [her voice 
choked a little] — no matter. Why should I not 
sacrifice myself this time and save two people, your 
brother from his bad impulses, and you firom his re- 
venge ? ^^ 

He saw it all then. It was love for him that was 
at the root of it. She had never been untrue to that 
love. She had chosen a horrible life for his sake. 

" Oh ! Ada, Ada,^^ he said, and he took her hand 
lovingly which a moment before he had cast away from 
him, ^^ you cannot do this ; you do not know what 
marriage is, child ; you don^t understand the nearness of 
husband and wife ; with a woman like you it must be 
love or loathing — ^you could not live, you could not 
breathe, being a part of such an existence as Geoflfrey^s. 
You cannot do it. It was noble of you to attempt the 
sacrifice, and for my sake, too ! For me, a selfish brute 
who had not the pluck to see things as they really were, 
who simply drifted rather than see the truth and stick 
to it ! '' 

The moment of self-recognition had truly come. 

''Any man in the universe would have been more 
worthy of such a horrible sacrifice \ but you cannot do it. 
I know, dear, and you don't.^' 

They were walking by the Park railings. There was 
a pause in the street traffic, and from oontrast it seemed 

16—2 
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Buddenly very still. The harvest moon was gleaming 
through the trees in the Park. Its light was on Ada's 
pale face which Kingsley looked on yearningly. 

'' I will not fulfil my engagement to your brother, it is 
true, I cannot." "^ 

She spoke very gently. 

'' Why ? '' he asked quickly. 

Somehow her words gave him no pleasure. This did 
not seem the end of all he had to dread. 

« 

" Because, Herbert [she has her other hand on his 
. arm now], I cannot live to do so.^' 

I What a horrible feeling her words gave him ! The 

moon seemed to shine in a ghastly way, the lamps to 
bum dimmer, and the people that passed along to look 
like bearers of bad news. But Kingsley would not ^ve 
way to it. He even laughed a little scornfully. 

'' You are only in a morbid, unhappy frame of mind ; 
you will live many, many years yet ; there shall be other 
means of freeing you from your engagement.'' 

" It is not a morbid fancy. I would not speak of it 
if it were not really true. I have often longed to 
die, but I said nothing about it. Now it is not my 
desire that makes me think it. The doctor says so. 
Don't let me have to explain and explain to try 
I and convince you,'' she added, seeing a fixed look 

in his face which she took for incredulity. '^ Believe 
what I say ; you cannot think that I would trifle about 
such a thing." 

'* Doctors don't know," he said impatiently, pushing 
his hat back a little with a dazed look in his eyes. 
''Who did you go to?" 

"Headley." 

" Oh ! he is a fool. Go to Vicars— :to Clinton — ^to 
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any of those men of higli standing — they will tell yon 
that Headley lies — they will — ^they will. Oh ! my God, 
it is not true ! '' 

Looking at the transparency of her face, and the 

sweet fervour of her eyes, which seemed so large and 

lustrous in the moonlight, he felt as though death were 

very near and he could not keep her from his insatiable 

jaws. 

" Never mind, Herbert, it is much the best. I feel 
almost happy since I knew. Don^t you see how it 
smooths everything and brings about what I desire, not 
quite the happiest way, but — but it is always like that.'' 

" I don't see anything but an accursed fate ! What 
have you done, you brave, pure, beautiful creature 
to lead such a life and to No — it can't be." 

Then again he looked at her and feared, 

"Was that why you sang that song this evening? 
It was wicked and cruel of you. Why should you be 
glad to die ? " 

"I am so weary, so weary. Everywhere there are 
duties and perplexities and I have ceased to be brave. 
I have thought it all over so often,' for weeks and weeks, 
till I exhausted every possible way of escape. There 
seemed nothing but death ; I wished and wished that it 
would come, and even thought that I might make it 
come, only I did not know. I did not feel sure that if it 
were my own doing, it would not make some difference 
afterwards, and now death has been sent to me, why 
should I not be glad ? " 

No answer. Ton women can cry. God softens your 
sorrows (Ada's tears fell gently as she spoke ) ; but 
what of us when a raging grief rises up within us, 
and we cannot crush it down ? 
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They had walked on very far now^ past Palace GardenB 
and the streets were deserted. 

A harsh^ tearless sob broke from the strong^ man. It 
was long since he had felt anything acutely. It was 
strange that this should cut him up so awfully^ for after 
all she would not die; she was so young and doctors 
were fools. 

So thought he; but the sob came nevertheless^ and 
carried away not one whit of the cold weight on his 
heart. 

''You wanted to kill yourself^ Ada?'' he said pre- 
sently. 

" Yes/' she answered timidly. *' Was it cowardly f I 
am afraid it was, but then it was not merely to spare 
myself but others.'' 

'' Cowardly ? No, I was not thinking of that. I was 
thinking what your life must have been, child, that you 
should have wished it so soon ended. The world has 
never been a very lively place to me, heaven knows, but 
I never wanted to leave it." 

" No, why should you ? " she said quickly. '' There 
seems so much for a man like you to do — a man of in- 
tellect and position. Years of noble work and truthful 
life before you. I seem to see it," she added enthusias- 
tically. '^ Your mind freeing itself from prejudices and 
seeing to the heart of things, and age coming to you 
like a crown of glory." 

" With you I can believe it possible, without you — ^no."^ 

" Yes, quite possible without me. I want you to see 
how things fit in ; how if I go, everything works ; how 
if I stay, life is spoiled for us all. If I live I must marry 
Plorio, or else break my word to him, rouse his worst 
nature, and what would follow is too fearful to think of 
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— deceived a second time in his life by a woman ; think 
of it. And Lily ? Do you not think of her now ? Her 
love has grown a hundredfold since you first spoke to 
her. Can I bring misery into every one^s life ? Don't 
you see ? '' she said excitedly. 

'^No, I don't/' he answered in a set dogged voice. 

'' Because you won't. It is all so plain to me. I 
die — Lily will be happy — Florio will be softened surely 
— I will leave him my property, and he will be restored 
to an equality with his fellow-men and hate them less. 
And for me — the little time I am here will be positive 
happiness. I can be true, I can tell you how I love you 
— we can see each other often — ^you can tell Lily after- 
wards — she'll forgive me — I shall harm no one now by 
my love." Her face was quite radiant as she spoke. 

" And for me ? " Kingsley said in a thick voice. 

" You will never forget me, I think ; my love will be 
perfect in your soul, without the tarnish of my faults. 
It will bum clear, giving no flickering brightness, such 
as gleams from everything earthly. Don't you see what 
a sweet, what a glorious thing it is to have no blur or 
blot on one fair page of love ? It is better than years 
and years of life ! " 

'^ For you perhaps." 

They had got very near her home, her little lonely 
rooms. It must have been more than one o'clock ; they 
had walked very slowly along. 

'^ Your life has been too hard for you, darling," he said 
in an unsteady voice. '^Things have preyed on your 
mind till everything is ghastly and gloomy, but, Ada [the 
tone was more imploring than affirmative], you will get 
strong. You have not told me what is the matter with 
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yoQ. YoQ will come to another doctor. Let me take 
yoa to-morrow — promise.*' 

'* Yes, I'll go if you like, come at three.'' 

She remembered that Florio had to give a lesson in 
the country and it would be safe. 

*' Don't hope for life for me," she added ; ^' it would 
do no good and I am not afraid." 

They crossed the street to Ada's door, she opened it 
with a latch-key and they went in. The gas^ turned 
very low, burnt dimly in the passage. 

'' Good night, Herbert." 

There was a world of tenderness in her voice. She 
put her arms up and clasped them round his neck^ and 
he lifted her from the ground in his embrace. He set 
her down gently. The time was too short for them both. 
His face was white and wild. He believed the awful 
truth more than he acknowledged. Ada's face had a 
slight flush and she smiled a little. 

" To-morrow," he said in a gruflf voice, and rushed 
away, shutting the hall-door noisily behind him. Ada 
took up her candle and lighted it, and turned into her 
room, still with that faint smile on her lips. The room 
seemed to sway a little, then more and more. What was 
this ? She had never fainted. Then she put out her hand 
to lay her candle down, but thought and action ceased 
at that moment. 

While she lay insensible, Ejngsley was hurrying 
through the streets. 

It was a warm summer-night or rather morning, but 
there was a chill at Kingsley's heart, and it seemed im- 
possible to shake it off by physical action. It clung to 
him all the way home, and made his comfortable room 
look cold and gloomy. His valet came with half-open 
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eyes to offer his services, and was dismissed quickly 
enougli. 

Great, healthy looking beast ! Why should any one be 
well when — when — Oh ! curse it, things would not look 
the same next morning — 

So Eangsley went to bed and dreamt of his young 
foolish days when he caught at everything that passed 
for pleasure. Gay scenes of revelry and sin came up ; 
his head swam with wine ; laughter and music were in 
his ears, but always some face would change into Ada's 
— ^pale and sad, and that again would change into the 
still face of a corpse. Then he would wake and fear to 
sleep again. 

Ada lay unconscious, how long I know not, but when 
life fluttered back, stirring her pulses once more, there 
was a moment of uncertainty to her, poor child ! when the 
dark room seemed a tomb, and she, too soon buried, was 
waking to hours of ghastly life, and then death again. 
She recollected all in a second, so that agony did not 
last long, but it was fearful enough for the time. 

In a minute Ada began to distinguish the light 
dawning through the shutters and saw her broken candle 
on the floor. She could not move quite at first, and she 
lay and wondered why she should have fainted and re- 
membered funnily Mary Anne's appetising dinner, and 
how if she had eaten it she would probably not have 
been lying there, feeling so weak and stiff with such a 
pain in her head when she tried to move it. It would 
have been nice if Herbert had been there to lift her up, 
but he did not know, nor ever would. 

It is horrible, that ignorance of what is happening to 
our dearer selves just because a few miles divide us. Oh ! 
the limited power of a love that knows no limits ! There 
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onght to be somethiBg stirring at our hearts when those 
we love suffer. To smile when they weep^ to take our 
pleasures daintily — savouring each joy, when one who is 
the essence of all joy lies dead or dying I With all our 
posts, railroads, and telegraphs, just the little space that 
our eyes sweep round is all that we have present know- 
ledge of; everything else enters into the past or future 
and is not ours. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

"in one line two crafts directly mbbt/^ 

Fever followed that long walk of Ada's and that dinner- 
less day of excitement and emotion. She tried to get 
up in the morning, went about for an hour or two^ 
trying to think she was well, but always wanting to lay 
her head down on anything that came to hand. Finally 
she gave in to a physical suffering which was stronger 
than her will, and went back to her bed. 

''If Signer Florio comes,'' she said to Mary Anne, 
'' tell him I am too ill to see him, and you may send 
this note to Dr. Headley, perhaps he may give me some- 
thing to take away this dreadful headache." 

Ada could not bear to lie still, to spend her precious 
days in this helpless way. Herbert would come this 
afternoon and she must see him, but if she did not see 
Florio she could not see Kingsley; it would come to 
Florio's ears somehow, perhaps through the servant; 
and thinking of this, Ada seemed to see traitor written 
in the poor girl's dirty face. 

Pondering over these worries made the throbbing, 
quivering pain in her head worse and worse. The only 
thing now was to lie quietly, with the window open, 
trying to keep her thoughts in as inane a channel as 
possible — a pleasing occupation for a whole forenoon,^ 
particularly to one who could never bear to let things 
take their own course. 
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Florio came by-and-by as was expected, and Mary 
Anne felt very important as she told him that Miss was 
very ill and could not see him 1 

*' I will go in/' he said, stepping into Ada's little 
sitting-room. " What is the matter ? *' 

His first idea was that this was an excuse to avoid 
seeing him. 

" I don't know, she is very bad, feverish like, and 
complaining of her head." 

Florio gave an unpleasant look round the room and 
at Mary Anne. His second idea was the same as the 
first, only a shade stronger. 

" You are sure she is in the house ? " 

" La, sir, what a question ! " The poor girl was 
quite astonished and did not know what to make of it. 
*^ Of course she is ; she is in bed." 

I don't think this satisfied Florio much. In his ex- 
perience it was so easy to say those things. He was 
meditating how it was possible to make himself sure 
on this point, when there was a knock at the hall- 
door. 

" The doctor, I suppose," said Mary Anne, rubbing 
her hands in her apron, and hurrying to open the door 
in a state of excitement which was rather pleasant to her. 

It was Dr. Headley, and the girl took him to Ada at 
once, and whispered to her as she was leaving the room, 
^' Mr. Flory is in the drawing-room, Miss." 

" You told him I could not see him ? " 

'^ Yes, but he does not seem contented. Miss." 

" Ask him to wait till the doctor goes and I will write 
him a line." 

Dr. Headley had not much to say to Ada except to 
scold her. Of course, it was all her own doing. She 
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had not eaten — one of those ethereal young ladies that 
think they can live on air ! The fever and the headache 
were the result of weakness. Now she had nothing to 
do but to take all sorts of nourishing things — jelly^ 
champagne, beef-tea — the usual list which a sick person 
hates to listen to. She might get up by-and-by, but 
go to bed early, and take a drive in an open carriage 
next day, and she would be all right. 

" Which means, as right as I can be ! '^ Ada said, 
smiling a little. 

" We doctors don't like telling the bare truth to our 
patients,^' he said, getting up as he spoke, '' we do 
not think it good for them. You forced it from me the 
other day, and I cannot deny it now, but we may be 
deceived ourselves.^' 

Then he said, " Good-bye.^' Florio was waiting for 
him, waylaid him in the passage, and asked him to 
step into the sitting-room. 

" A brother of Miss Knight's ? '' queried Doctor 
Headley mentally, taking a look at him over his spec- 
tacles. " No, I think not.'* 

'^ You have seen Miss Knight^ sir,'' said Florio, '' do 
you think her seriously ill ? " 

"This is only a little temporary weakness; she 
must be kept quiet, she will be better to-morrow." 

" But apart from this attack, do you think her in a 
delicate state of health ? " 

He was determined to have the truth, which the 
doctor did not seem willing to give him. " You may 
speak openly," he continued. " I am engaged to Miss 
Ejiight. She has told me herself that she cannot live, 
is it true ? " 

Oh ! thought Dr. Headley, that is it, is it ? You 
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cannot be a very fascinating lover if the young' lady 
finds no charm in life^ and is glad to go^ poor soul ; the 
logical conclusion is that you worry her somewhat. 

"Yes/' he answered, ''as far as medical skill can 
ascertain, she is in a dangerous state — heart disease — 
vital power quite gone/' 

'' Can nothing be done ? Taking her to a warm 
climate, for instance, would that not be of use ? '' 

He shook his head. '' I would not advise it. People 
in that state are apt to be capricious. I would let her 
have her own way, and do anything she fancies ; don't 
oppose or worry her.'' 

That is all I can do for her, thought Doctor Headley. 
I don't like the look of the fellow. 

'' Good morning," he said ; " I shall call the day after 
to-morrow at about the same hour." 

With a bow he turned away. I suspect that fellow 
has not made her too happy, he thought, but before he 
was down the steps, he had dismissed the case from his 
mind. 

Mary Anne brought Florio a little line now from Ada. 
It was to say that she would see him to-morrow. The 
doctor had promised that she should be better. 

" Miss Knight does not require you just now ? " 
Florio inquired. 

" No, sir." 

'' Then I want to talk to you." 

*'Yes, sir," Mary Anne answered, wondering very 
much what was coming. 

"Your mistress is very delicate, I wish you could 
make her take care of herself." 

" I, sir ! it's not likely she would mind me." 

"She fatigues herself, she sees too many people." 
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He thought he would chance this remark. 

'^ La, sir, you are the only one I ever see come ! '' 

He was on the wrong scent, but he would make it 
quite sure. '' She had no visitors yesterday ? " 

" No, sir, not one.'' 

" Ah ! she expected a young lady whom I feared 
would talk too much to her; but your mistress sits up 
late and takes long walks ? '' 

It struck the girl that she was being sifted, and her 
countenance assumed a puzzled and rather idiotic ex- 
pression, which was noted by Florio. 

" You seem fond of Miss Knight, and I am sure you 
are a very sensible girl and can be trusted, so I will 
tell you that your mistress is going to be my wife, 
and of course I am very anxious about her.'' 

Mary Anne giggled all over. This was quite ro- 
mantic ! " I was thinking so, sir." 

"You need not tell your mistress that I told you. 
Young ladies like to keep those things a secret. Ycm 
don't want every one to know about your young man^ 
do you ? " 

Whereupon Mary Anne giggled still more and blushed, 
and twisted her dirty hands in her apron. 

" I want you to take great care of Miss Knight," he 
went on, '' and to tell me if she does anything foolish, 
goes out for long walks, or tires herself talking to 
people." 

Florio held out his hand temptingly, something glitter- 
ing was in it. Mary Anne quickly transferred the 
money to her pocket, and said, " Thank you," but that 
did not prevent her having her own notions on the 
subject. She had a little imagination, this girl, and she 
thought she would not at all like her young man to set 
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the housemaid next door to watch her^ and repeat to 
him what she did \ nevertheless, that was no reason why 
she should not take Florio's money and look forward to 
a new bonnet next Sunday. 

*' I will call again this evening, perhaps, or to-morrow, 
tell Miss Knight ; or stay, Pll write a line/' He sat 
down at the writing-table. He would be more loving to 
her now. 

'' My darUng,— I am so sorry you are suflfering. See 
me as soon as you can, but I won't worry you." 

Then Florio went away. 

Ada did not like the little note when she got it. 
Why should he call her '' darling ? '' Some one else 
had done so last night. She tore the letter into little 
pieces and threw it away. Mary Anne witnessed the 
proceeding and formed her own conclusions. 

When the afternoon came, Ada got up. She wanted 
to see Kingsley, but thought the risk very great. 
Determined not to see him, to wait till another day ! 
Another day ! When the days were so few ! She 
changed her mind a hundred times in half an hour ; sat 
down to write that the doctor had forbidden her to see 
any one, then thought how absurd the restriction was, 
applied to Herbert. 

Kingsley impatient to see her, uneasy perhaps — 
practical man though he was — ^from the dreams of the 
previous evening, came earlier than Ada expected, and 
she was still sitting in indecision about seeing him, when 
his knock' came to the door. 

Mary Anne had been told to say that she was too ill 
to see any one. Ada started up to prevent her saying 
so, then sat down again. 

Let things take their course, thought she, if he insists 
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1 can't help it. Pretty confident that Kingsley would 
not be satisfied with that curt dismissal. 

She was right. So far from accepting that little dry 
piece of intelligence, he told the wondering servant, 
who was destined to receive several shocks that 
morning, that he understood, yes, but Miss Knight ex- 
pected him ; and therewith he went in. 

*' But, sir,'' she stammered, '' Miss never told me she 
was expecting of you, there must be some mistake." 

" No mistake, it's all right." 

He set down his dripping umbrella — it had been 
raining — and turned with a smile into the sitting-room. 
Mary Anne, through the door as he opened it, saw 
Miss Ejiight come forward eagerly. 

There is certainly no mistake, thought she, and I am 
not surprised, he is certainly a deal nicer looking than 
that other. 

" Did you think," said Kingsley, having shut the 
door, " that I should go away satisfied with that stupid 
girl's message ? How ill you look ! " 

He held her hands as he spoke. 

Ada did not answer. She was full of contentment for 
the moment — he was there. 

'^ Let me take oflf my overcoat, it is quite wet, I should 
not come near you with it on." He took it oflf and 
flung it on a chair. 

" So this is your little solitary home," he said, look- 
ing round. *' It is pretty, though such a tiny room, and 
looks yours every bit of it." 

Then he got up and looked at her books, and some 
photographs of old pictures on the walls, and Ada 
followed him timidly. Perhaps he was calming himself, 
that first glance at Ada had upset him. 

VOL. III. 17 
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" Let me look at you now/' he said presently. 
He turned round abruptly. He kissed her as only one 
who really loves can kiss. Ada, folded in his embrace, 
bethought her of Florio's little note, shivered, freed 
herself from his arms, and began to pick up the 
coils of her many duties and wind them roond her 
again. 

^' I really ought not to see you ; I have been ill, the 
doctor told me to keep very quiet. I have refused 
already to see Signer Florio, and he will come again ; he 
must not find you here.'* 

" Always Geoflfrey,'' he said impatiently. " What 
does it matter ? Tell that intelligent domestic of yours 
to shut him out.'' 

'^ As effectually as she shut you out, I suppose ! " 
''Well, let her leave him to knock and ring till he 
is black in the face and not open the door." 

Ada smiled, but the fear of his coming was not gone. 
" No, that is silly. You must not risk his seeing you." 
*' What do I care about him ? Don't be foolish, 
dear." 

'' It frightens me fearfully," she said, looking really 
alarmed, " I have dreaded it so long. What is the good 
of all I have suffered ? Why not let all I have borne be 
of some use, and let me — ^" 

She hesitated, she did not wish to pain him, and 
yet he had better be familiarised with the notion of 
her death. She would have added '' die in peace." 
" Let you — what ? " he asked impatiently. 
" Let me feel that I have been of some use, that 
my life has not been quite good for nothing. At least — 
that is not quite what I was going to say." 

" I know — I guess. Don't say it, yofw can talk calmly 
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of that, J cannot. You promised to come to another 
doctor to-day.*' 

''To-morrow, if you like. They say I must not go 
out to-day/' 

She did not really mind the doctor's orders in the 
least, but if Florio came and found that she was out> 
he would think that it had been a system of deceit all 
along. The dread of Florio was gaining greater power 
over her every day; as the time was short, the dread 
seemed to concentrate itself. 

'' Then let me bring the doctor here. I tell you I 
must know." 

He began to walk up and down the room. 

" And if Florio should come ? " Ada said timidly. 

'' Damn Florio ! " he said, stopping opposite her, then 
he added more gently, 

*' I beg your pardon, darling, but supposing you are so 
iU — I say it merely for the sake of argument [his voice 
was very husky] . Is he to be a nightmare and a bug- 
bear to you for the little while .... Good God, 
every moment is precious I Do you think I am going to 
let you live in fear of him ? I will speak to him myself." 

Seeing the frightened look in her &.ce, he added 
quickly, 

'' He is quite powerless, dear ; what harm can he do to 
us?" 

She took him by the hand. 

'' Sit down, Herbert, and listen to me." 

Her eyes looked imploringly at him. 

" Do be a little patient. I will do anything you want, 
go to doctors, take horrible medicines, be with you as 
much as I possibly can manage^ but don't let your 
brother know that I love you." 

17—2 
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Her voice rose to a pitch of entreaty which was pitifdl 
to hear. 

*' If you do, it will kill me sooner. You don't know 
what he is capable of ! 

" In a moment of passion he could stab you,** she 
whispered, *' and yet he is not bad. But to feel himself 
cheated and baffled a second time would be maddening. 
What has he to lose ? He is alone, without friends or 
position, he would sacrifice everything for revenge. 

'' And this is the man you would have married ! 
Eingsley said slowly. 

'' Yes, I told you why. He is not bad, he is cruel 
perhaps, but the world has treated him cruelly. He has 
been kind to me — ^very. I could not have loved him, I 
told him so, but we should have been good friends, good 
allies. I could have lived for my art, and I could have 
always thought that I had made people happy, that — '* 

Here she stopped. 

" And you think, poor child, that once having got you 
in his power, Geoffrey would be the same ally, friend, or 
whatever you call it ? That every day you lived you 
would not regret your madness ? '' 

" I don^t know. Do not talk of it. You cannot do 
him justice. Promise to be guided by me, to keep my 
secret, your secret, his secret, and let me die happy. It 
is for such a little while.^' 

She turned her head away from him, ending with a 
little sob. He was more firm than was usual with him. 

Even her emotion did not move him. He wanted to 
sweep away even the shadow of another man from this 
love now. 

" You are fanciful, Ada. Trust me and let me do what 
is best.'' 
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She gave up entreating him at once^ and said quietly, 

''I will give you no choice. If you speak to your 

brother, I wiU go back to my uncle and will see you no 



more/' 



She had conquered him. At least, he thought there 
was no use in opposing her, but he trusted, as was his 
wont, to the course of events being favourable to him, 
and his being able to carry his point by-and-by. 

" Now I am helpless, of course,'^ he said. '' Stay, I 
will compromise it. I will give you my word not to 
•speak for a week, and even then not without telling you, 
but you will promise to do everything that the doctor 
advises, and also to give me every minute that that phan- 
tom you have conjured up will permit.'' 

^' I promise," she said putting her hand in his* 

" Another thing," he added fiercely. '' You won't let 
OeoflBrey kiss you ? Upon my soul I can't stand that." 

" He kissed me yesterday," she said timidly, but, see- 
ing Kingsley frown, she added quickly, 

'^ For the first time, and only touched my cheek. He 
never shall again — there — are you satisfied ? and I have 
almost hated him since." 

'' Hate him altogether and that wiU be better," he said, 
smiling. " And now, that frightful girl that opened the 
door, I must make sure of her." 

'' How will you do that ? " 

'^ Oh, I'll manage it. Go into your room and send her 
to me." 

Ada went away, and the mystified Mary Anne then 
appeared. 

'' There was a gentleman here this morning," Kingsley 
began ; '' Signer Plorio. He gave you money, did he 
not?" 
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This was a good guess of Eongsley's, bat the ways 
of men are pretty well known to each other. 

She was filled with all sorts of horrible thoughts. Was 
she to give it back again ? Was this Mr. Floiy a robber? 
He was black enough looking ! 

She stammered an answer in the affirmative^ and asked 
if there was any harm in taking it. 

^^ No^ no^ not the least, but he gave it to yoa that yon 
might be a spy on your mistress, that you might tell him 
eyerything that goes on?" 

'^ Yes, sir, he said as much, but I did not mean to tell 
him, all the same/' 

Elingsley saw that the girl was good-hearted, bat had 
lax notions of honour and was sensible of the advantages 
of money. He kept these three points well in vie^v^ and 
went on with the conversation. 

'^ Miss Ejiight has not got a friend in the worlds will 
you be her firiend ? '' 

The girl was quite overwhelmed. That beautifol young 
lady who spoke so nice to her, to want her to be her 
friend! 

It was such a new sensation, she, who was acustomed 
to be driven about by hard-featured lodging-house 
keepers as long as she could recollect, to be spoken to 
in this way ! 

" Indeed I will, sir, I don't care about the gentleman's 
money." 

In a burst of sympathy, she extracted the half sovereign 
fi*om her pocket and laid it on the table. 

"I don't want you to give up the money," he said^ 
laughing, " I only want you to be true to Miss Knight, 
and not to give any information to Signer Plorio or any 
one else. If he chooses to give you money that is hia 
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look out^ but it is no reason that you should be a sneak 
for him/' 

'' No, indeed, sir/' she observed, and replaced the 
money in her pocket. 

'' But,'' she added in a puzzled way, " the gentleman 
said he was engaged to Miss." 

*' Yes, he bullied her into it because she will be rich. 
Now she is too ill to say no, and does not want to be 
worried. I knew you were a good-hearted girl when 
I saw you, [N.B. The only thing he had observed 
about her was, that she was rather dirty and considerably 
ugly.] Now, will you say nothing of all this to Signer 
Plorio ? " 

'' I'll not breathe it to a soul, sir." 

" And you will not say who comes to see your mistress, 
or when she goes out or comes in or anything ? You 
are clever enough to manage it, are you not ? " 

" Oh ! I am no fool, sir, you may trust me." 

^' I thought so. Miss Knight likes you and she will 
not forget you by-and-by if you are faithful to her." 

Visions of being '' own maid " to Miss Knight in a 
grand mansion where a footman would be kept, floated 
before Mary Anne's eyes. 

" She may trust me, sir. She is a sweet young 
lady." 

'' Well, supposing Signer Plorio were to turn up now, 
how would you manage ? Let us see." 

" You could not be the doctor, sir ? " 

'' Oh Lord, no ! " he said, laughing. '' Florio knows 
me too well." 

" Oh ! it is easy enough," said Mary Anne with an 
air of not being at all baffled. " You and Miss Knight 
go into the other room and lock the door. If he 
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wants to come in, let him; he can't gBt beyond di' 



room/' 



Ada came in now and Kingsley told her it was il 
right. 

'' Thank you/' Ada said to Mary Anne. " You shiH 
see some day that I am grateful. You will be quite 
faithful to me, and I can trust you. You see I am veif 
ill and very lonely." 

Mary Anne wiped the comer of her eye with her apron 
and muttered something about doing any martial thing 
for her, then retired overcome. 

'' I think we are pretty sure of her/* Kingsley said. 
" As sure as we can be of any one/' he added with a 
shrug of his shoulders. 

*' She looks good^ she could not be wicked enough to 
play into Florio's hands ! " 

Kingsley did not feel very confident about it, but he 
would not make Ada uneasy, so agreed with her. Then 
they sat down and made little plans. To-morrow would 
be Florio's busiest day. He had choir practise in the 
morning and two lessons at Croydon in the afternoon, 
and going there by rail would take some time, so it was 
not likely that he would call till late in the evening. 
Kingsley proposed taking Ada to see Doctor Clinton in 
the middle of the day, and then that they should spend 
the rest of the day together somehow — somewhere, he 
did not care. 

He told himself that the doctor's opinion would be 
favourable, though he dreaded going to him. This day that 
they were to pass together would be full of hope and 
happiness; he would persuade A.da that all this self- 
denial must end; they would make plans for future 
life ; he would not think about Lily, that would come 
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u right, it could not be helped ; and as to his brother — 
let him go to the devil if he liked ! It was no concern 

i of his^ and Ada must not make herself miserable about 
him. 

1 80 they sat hand in hand and made their plans as 
eagerly as children. They would go to Guildford, it 
was out of the reach of every one. K Florio appeared 
while they were away, Mary Anne the faithful must 
manage him, and they had already much confidence in 
her powers. 

It was late in the afternoon when Eangsley left, and 
Doctor Headley^s directions had not been very well carried 
out, for Ada had taken no nourishment but the excite- 
ment of Herbert^s presence. That was a good substitute 
for food and wine surely, for her eyes sparkled and her 
cheeks were flushed. 

Kingsley left hopefal, even buoyant, but with a great 
longing to look onwards to catch a glimpse of his 
dream realised — of Ada safely his for ever. " But 
it sufficeth that the day will end, and then the end is 
known.'' 



CHAPTER XX. 



'' love's hour.'' 



Flobio came early next morning as Ada anticipated. 
Came prepared not to give up readily all that lie had 
hoped for. He had thought about it all and suspected 
much. Not a word or look of Ada's during the past 
months escaped his recollection. He sifted them all 
to separate, if possible, the false from the true. Every- 
thing had been gliding on to the end he desired^ and 
that had made him careless in observation. He had 
been elated by the results of his own scheming, felt that 
he was about to put in the sickle to a harvest of his own 
culture and labour, and he saw not the storm coming 
to blight it. 

The one link wanting in the machinery of Florio's 
thought and suspicions was the knowledge that his 
brother had recognised him. This, he never supposed 
for an instant. He had been very watchful of Herbert, 
and had failed to detect any recognition of him in his 
face. He suspected Herbert of loving Ada, but thought 
him too poor spirited to throw aside the rich baronet's 
daughter for the poor governess. He was not sorry that 
Herbert should love Ada, for this would be the special 
sting in his revenge. Here lay the stronghold of Florio's 
confidence, his brother did not know him. If Herbert 
recognises me, he argued, he would never allow me to 
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carry oflf, or even make love to a girl he loves ; when 
by one word he could put me out of the way — consign 
me to the antipodes^ and have Ada in his power. 

He argued^ as most of us do^ from a consciousness 
of how he would himself act if in the same position. The 
ruthless sweeping aside of impediments to his own ends> 
which lay at the root of Plorio's character, was by his 
eyes reflected in his brother's soul. 

How could any man be such a fool as to let a prize bo 
taken by another, when by one blow he could make it his ? 
He thought he knew the world a little, and he found no 
place in it for such weak generosity I As to Ada, he 
suspected her just a little of loving Herbert, but he 
could find no real grounds for his fears. True, she had 
told him that she could not love him, but that arose, he 
fancied, from some silly sentimentahsm about that boy 
Sydney. His suspicions had returned with more force 
since Ada had told him that she was dying, and there- 
fore could not marry him. The fury of a thousand devils 
possessed him at the thought that she was deceiving 
him, but the doctor's verdict and the servant's answers 
had lulled the fire somewhat. 

By God, if it was all a trick of hers ! Her punish- 
ment should be swift. They arrange those things simply 
enough in her mother's land. She should see an Italian's 
revenge ! No fear then of her lover being unfaithful to 
her, unless in another world. Why should his life be 
ruined more than Herbert's ? Why should the triumph 
always be for his brother, the defeat, the disgrace, the 
humiliation always be for him ? 

Geofirey was calmer by-and-by. He could not justify 
his fears. Ada plainly thought herself dying, the doctor 
had told her so. It was easy still to connect her reluc- 
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lanoe to marry him with that sentimeiitality about 
Sydney. This inheritance she had offered to him^ it wa8 
something to grasp^ something to save from the wreck 
of his schemes^ but it was a homely dish Mrhich wanted 
piquancy^ and Florio was not one willing'ly to forego 
the seasoning which would make possession pleasure* 
He would not give up the hope of persuading* her to be 
his wife. It was not in his nature to relinquish any- 
thing for which he had once stretched his hand. His 
suspicions were quieted^ but he would not be the less 
watchful. They were ready as it were with open moutli 
to receive any food which would minister to their growth. 
As to Ada^s identification of him as Geoffrey Eongsleji 
it did not really trouble him. She would not betray him. 
She would not be likely to acknowledge that her 
betrothed had been a convict ; besides^ he had a kind of 
faint and unadmitted belief in Ada's goodness. She 
was — well, better than most women, and here lay the 
secret of Florio^s admiration of, and power over her. 
She roused the best that was in him. In some way, 
quite unaccountable, her nature — totally opposed to his, 
unworldly, unpractical, dreamy — touched some point in 
his character where the clouds of self-deception, coldness, 
and cruelty lay thinnest, and through them a ray of 
light pierced sometimes ; dimly enough, God knows^ but 
still it pierced. 

So with much resolve that morning, Florio set his 
face towards Netting Hill, and when he came^ Mary 
Anne, instructed by her mistress, was ready to open the 
door and let him in. 

Ada had just returned from a satisfactory interview 
with her lawyer. She had signed her Will, and now her 
mind was at rest on all business matters. 
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They faced each other, Plorio and Ada, full of their 
own schemes ; each with much courage and determina* 
tion. 

" I have not much time/' Florio said, '' but thought 
I would look in to see how you are. You are looking 
better I think/' 

It was true. She was excited with the prospect of her 
day with Herbert. She had a slight colour. 

^' I do feel brighter, perhaps it is the weather.'' 

" I don't think it can be, it is confoundedly oppressive 
to-day." 

He had not attempted to kiss her. There was a 
certain rigidity in her arm when she shook hands, which 
was not conducive to a nearer approach. 

" You have half an hour to spare," she said, with what 
Plorio thought was eagerness in her voice. 

" Yes, what is it ? " 

^' I wanted to talk to you a little," she said, sitting 
down, but not confidingly or affectionately near him. 
^' I have had an interview with my lawyer this morning, 
and it is all plain about my father's Will. I have a perfect 
right to do anything I like with my property. I have 
left it absolutely to you." 

" Don't talk about that," he interrupted, " You are 
going to live and enjoy it yourself." 

She was about to contradict him impatiently, but she 
changed her mind. 

" I don't know, I may, but it is right to do this." 

''It is more right to marry me at once," he said 
sternly. " You meant, or you did not mean to be my 
wife; what is to prevent it now? You are not so ill 
as you imagine, the doctor spoke to me and said he 
withdrew his opinion ; you were not really in a dangerous 
state." 
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This was a sadden inspiration, he wantc^L to see its 
effect. Bat Ada knew it was nntme, and it gave her 
courage to speak more strongly. 

" Signer Florio ! '' she said, '' why shonld you invent 
this ? I know it is not trae. Traly and honestly I 
meant to marry yoa that day I promised, bnt I had not 
the least suspicion then that I was likely to die. Now 
it is different. I am told I cannot live. I will not 
make a new tie to life.'' 

He had been false, and she had detected him. She 
felt more justified in the part she had assumed. It is 
like the first blow struck at one's life, which makes it 
right to defend oneself. 

'' And supposing you live, you consider yourself still 
bound to your engagement ? " 

She was silent for a moment, and a prayer that de^th 
would not fail her, went up from her young heart. 

'* Supposing 1 live — Yes," she said slowly. 

It was very hard to say and seemed to cloud the 
brightness of the day. 

'' You said yourself just now that you might live," he 
persisted. 

" Yes, who can tell ? But in case I don't, you do not 
blame me for preparing for the worst, particularly when 
it is for your good ? " 

'' I don't blame you," he answered with as much tender- 
ness in his voice as was possible to it, " but can you not 
understand that it is not easy for me to listen to your 
plans contentedly ? Plans which involve the destruction 
of all I had hoped for. No wonder you don't want to 
marry me if you think I can listen calmly while you talk 
of your death I " 

His conduct must seem strange to her, if she were 
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guileless, if her life was quite what it looked and there 
was nothing which she concealed from him. His words 
did not touch her much, for they were but half-hearted. 
He could not free himself fipom the lurking dread of 
deceit, it was far stronger than his fear of her death. 

'' I know,'' she said, " it is not the same for those who 
remain. It is very hard to realise their feelings, but 
please try to think that I am doing what is best.'' 

He was silent. Never in his life had he felt so baffled, 
there seemed no plan of action for him. 

" 1 wanted," she continued, " to tell you about a little 
hobby of mine, one which I meant to have carried out 
when I was rich. It is to found a sort of school for the 
training of young singers, to have professors to judge 
if they have talent, and then to give them the best 
teaching for very little or even nothing. Would it not 
be a good plan ? " 

'^ It is badly wanted." 

" Well, you will be in my place. I should like you to 
do it." 

" Your property is in a muddled condition, I fancy." 

" Why so ? " 

'^ All the years of your minority your uncle has been 
making as much money as he can out of it." 

" Who told you so ? How do you know that ? " 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

" K he were a conscientious guardian, would he not 
have made inquiries about you ? Would he have circu- 
lated a report that you were abroad with him ? You are 
very innocent. I know the man's character." 

" How ? " she said quickly. '^ What do you know of 
him?" 

More than she thought. More than he was willing to 
tell her. He answered quietly. 
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" I observe people, I put two and two together, very 
few things escape me. What did he want to marry you 
U) his son for? To keep the money in the family^ of 
coarse. He hated you because you thwarted him. When 
you went away the coast was clear; there Tvas no one 
to suspect him^ and in case outsiders should perhaps 
interfere^ he went abroad and said that you had joined 
him. Do you see ? '^ 

*' Why did you not tell me of this before ? '' 

^'What was the use? He can't sell your property; 
and when you come of age, you can make him give an 
account of the money spent.'' 

" What does it matter after all ? He is welcome to 
it." 

Florio did not think so. If he stood in Ada's place he 
thought it would matter very much, but he said nothing 
of his thoughts on the subject. 

" You have told me everything you wish in case any- 
thing should happen to you," he said gently, and he laid 
his hand on hers as he spoke, " now, let us look forward 
to your hfe. You may recover, who can be sure of those 
things ? If you are stronger in a fortnight or three weeks, 
you will give up waiting for, and talking of a horrible 
death, and will make plans for life — ^life with me ? *' 

Still his hand was on hers, and he looked searchingly 
into her eyes, his face very close to hers. She shrank 
back just a little, and the colour mounted in her cheek. 

" Tell me the truth, Ada," he said calmly, but with a 
sort of power in bis voice which puts one on the rack 
when one cannot be quite true. 

** In a fortnight or three weeks ? " she repeated. 
'^ Yes — I promise to hope then, and make plans for the 
future." 
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His expression and features lost their tension^ and he 
spoke less constrainedly. 

" It will be the beginning of new life to me, and I will 
make you happy. Not with the sort of fooPs paradise 
that young lovers make for themselves, and which the 
first squabble destroys. You don^t want that sort of 
thing, but I shall help you in your life and ambitions, 
always encourage you and urge you on in your art, and 
not be a dead weight to you as many men are to their 
wives. If I see you triumph, that will be enough for me. 
I shall be quite contented with the reflected glory that 
will come to me as your husband. If,^^ he added, draw- 
ing nearer to her and laying his hand on the back of her 
chair, *^ you are truthful to me and conceal nothing from 
me, you will not hate your life with me ; for, thank God, 
I have none of the teasing meannesses of your good men, 
though I have had the curse of a passionate act on my 
life, and will have to the end.^^ 

There was a little pause, then he said softly, 

" If you live you can remove the curse, and you are the 
only one in the world that can.^' 

Deeply remorseful Ada was as she listened to him. 
Why should she, who had always striven to live quite 
simply and truthfully, be involved in such a chain of cir- 
cumstances, that it seemed impossible for her to be quite 
true to any one ? Was there not a taint of falsehood in 
her relations to all? To Lily — ^in that she loved her 
lover ? To Plorio — ^listening to his words and deceiving 
him ? To Kingsley even — not having courage to per- 
fect his life and give him all the love her heart owed, and 
his claimed ? 

Her emotion showed itself in her face as she turned to 
Vol. III. 18 
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Florio. In Iier self-condemnatioD be seemed the nol 
of the two. 

" If I live," she said hesitatingly, " I will tiy. I 
lieve in all the goodness that ia in your heart. If 1 1 
the curse most go too. It will be almost the same ; j 
will be in my place in the world, one with me ai 
were. Whether I live or die," she added more nerrooi 
"you have been very good, very kind to me, and ; 
mnst remember always that I have felt it all." 

The tears gathered in her eyes. Everything she ti 
to do seemed so imperfect. Florio hated to see a woma 
tears. They made him ancomfortable. They seemec 
appeal to something within him which was not there, i 
they therefore appeared altogether a mistake. He y 
glad that his words had touched her. They had aim 
touched himself. He caught fervor from them as 
spoke, and not the feeling which they expressed, bat 
sound of his eloquence as they came forth, stirred h 
and made them seem true and in earnest. 

He must go now. It was best to leave Ada with '. 
present impressions. He was beginning to disbelieve 
this boding of death. It was only a phantom conju 
np by Ada's imagination ; but she most be managed, t 
was plain. He had confidence in his skill. 

" Tut — tut," he said lightly. " I have done nothin 
He rose as he spoke. " I have tried to be a fait! 
friend to you, and want to go on being so to the e 
that's all. Bright days are coming ; you muut not 
downhearted. It is a long lane that has no tnrm: 
Per Bacco, mine has been a devilish long lane I " 

" Are you going ? " she said. 

"Yes, that confounded choir practice. Good-bye. 
come to-morrow. I have not told you aboat my intervi 
with Guild ? No time now." 
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I '' To-morrow then^ early. I want to hear very mach. 

With a smile she watched him go. It faded very 
I •quickly out of her face when the door was shut. 
t Ten minutes later, Mary Anne^ with a sympathising grin, 
I showed in Kingsley. 

'' You don't look very bright/' he said. '' Are you not 
m weU ? '' 

'^ I don't know. Much the same. Did you meet 
Signer Florio ? " • * 

A look of impatience came in his face. 

^' No, but if I did, what then ? I have a right to drive 
through the London streets, have I not ? " 

It did seem absurd that she should perpetually worry 
him about Florio. ' She tried to shake off her miserable 
feelings. 

^' Put on your hat and come. I have a hansom at the 
^oor." 

All her excitement and pleasure about this day was 
gone. She got up obediently, but she did not care. Not 
so, Kingsley. He saw her go for her hat, feeling elated 
and happy ; he walked two or three times round her little 
room, his eyes sparkling; stopped opposite the mirror, 
pulled his tie straight, brushed his hat round with his 
•coat sleeve, hummed a tune. 

It was going to be all right. This visit to this infernal 
doctor once over, and then they would spend the day 
together. They should be married to-morrow — no, not 
^exactly to-morrow, perhaps things could not be all 
arranged so quickly, but in a few days. What was the 
43ense of delay ? Of course it would be very disagreeable 
.and horrible about Lily, but the sooner it was over the 
better. 

He had got into another course of drifting now, and 

18—2 
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the current was altogether stronger and carried him along 
rapidly. He turned round with quite a joyous look when 
Ada came back. In his imagination everything was go- 
ing so smoothly. 

'^ How pretty you look, darling ! *' he said^ g^ing at 
her with much expression of proprietorship. 

^' Mary Anne,'' he said as they were leaving, " if any 
one inquires for Miss Knight, say she has gone to spend 
the day with Miss Grey." 

The girl nodded. There was perfect understanding 
on her part now. 

On their way, Ada brightened under the influence of 
Kingsley's gaiety. 

^^ I feel a child,'' he said, '' as if all my boyishness 
had come back to me. I am several times on the point 
of outraging the proprieties of the public, by kissing 
you in utter forgetfulness of every one ! " 

As they came nearer Audley Street he grew graver, 
and began to wish very much that this visit was over. 
He wondered as he stept out of the cab, with what feel- 
ings he would re-enter it. 

^^ You must be supposed to be my wife, Ada." 

She blushed and expostulated. 

'^Nonsense," he whispered, '^why should you not? 
It is much better." 

They could not well quarrel about it now, as Kingsley, 
having made an appointment, they had only a minute to 
wait. The great man opened his study door, and ccdled 
Mr. Knight. 

" That is my name to-day," Kingsley whispered, and 
they went in together. 

The doctor took Ada by the hand, placed her in a 
chair near the light, and stood opposite to her. 
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^^ I have brought you my wife. Doctor Clinton/' said 
Kingsley, '^ I want you to tell us both quite the truth. 
One of your profession has pronounced her to be dying 
«.nd I don't believe it. "Will you tell us honestly what 
jou think ? Honestly/' he repeated ; ^^ there is no use 
saying anything but the truth. My wife is not at all 
afraid of your verdict ; is quite prepared for the worst.'' 

Dr. Clinton looked from one to the other, and hia 
«yes lingered on Ada's frail girlish figure. 

^^ Ton have no cough ? " he said quickly. 

'^ Sometimes a little." 

"Perhaps, sir," he said, turning to Kiugsley, "you 
will wait in the other room. I will speak to you 
afterwards." 

Kingsley went. How impatient he grew, turning 
over books which lay on the table, and knowing nothing 
of what he was looking at. 

What a lot of men and women there were waiting \ 
He was sure that not one of them really suffered, were 
only fanciful. That red-faced girl with expansive figure, 
if Ada had oiily half her strength ! What was the use 
of such hideous people in the world ? Surely God, 
having created such beauty as Ada's, could not let it 
perish, and give life and strength to such girls as he 
saw there ! 

What a time Ada was with the doctor! And yet 
when the door creaked, and he expected to be called, he 
wished it were not just yet, and grew hot and cold, and 
pushed his hair back feverishly from his brow. At last 
the door really did open, and Ada came out. 

" Will you go and speak to Dr. Clinton ? " she said 
^gently. 

What need to go and speak to him ? Did he not read 
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wliat the doctor would say, in the pitying expression 
of her sweet eyes? Yet he went with a glimmer of 
hope, and a stubborn determination not to believe the 
worst. When he came to Ada again, the hope was 
dead. His lips were pressed tightly together, and tbere 
was a wild look in his eyes. He did not speak to Ada, 
but they went silently out. Their cab was waiting, and 
he helped her in. 

''Did we not say we would go to Guildford? We 
have just time to catch the train.*' 

He looked at his watch. His face was very white. 
'' Waterloo Station ! '* he said to the driver, and he 
Jumped in by her side. 

Ada was frightened at his silence, at the fixed look 
m his face. She laid her hand on his arm, but he did 
not seem to notice her. How could she speak to him ? 
The cab rattled over the pavement with a deafening 
noise. She did not know how soon they might airive at 
the station. The streets were crowded, and there was a 
block close to Waterloo Bridge. Kingsley frowned, and 
spoke to the driver impatiently. '' Look sharp or we'll 
miss the train. 60 the other way if we are likely to 
be kept here." 

Then he was silent again ; only instead of looking out 
straight before him, he looked at Ada sometimes and 
tried to smile, but his lips seemed rigid, and he could 
i not. She was glad when they came to the station* 

Jj! His face was less horribly still in the fuss of taking 

tickets and finding places. 

On the platform with Ada on his arm, Kingsley 
brushed up against some acquaintances of his. 

'' Oh ! Kingsley, how are you, old fellow ? '' said a tall 
man close to him. 
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f. ''How do you do, Mr. Kingsley?'* came from the 
f lips of a pretty girl who was with the tall man. 
\ Kingsley raised his hat with a vacant expression, and 
passed on. 

'' How very strange ! '* said the girl in a tone of 
pique. 

Her companion laughed. 
, ''Very much engaged,'' he said, "devilish pretty 
girl too.'' 

Ada heard them and felt uncomfortable, coloured 
violently, and wished she was at Guildford. It was all 
lost upon Kingsley, who hurried to the far end of the 
train and found an empty carriage, into which they went. 

"What a hateful place a station is, and what an 
infernal invention a train is ! " he said, taking oflF his 
hat and tossing it down, as if its weight was intolerable. 

"Excuse the ugly word," he added, "nothing else 
expresses it. You rush and scramble to catch it, bang 
against everybody, and generally end by being jammed 
in amongst a lot of odious people, who listen to every 
word you say.'* 

" That is not our case this time ? " Ada said, smiling. 

" No, thank God ! But you are J}ired, dear," he added 
tenderly. 

" A Uttle." 

She did feel very weary. He had frightened her too, 
though she did not say so. 

" You will feel better by-and-by, when we are in the 
quiet country." 

The train whistled. 

" What a horrible noise ! " he said impatiently. " I 
am afraid it is too long a journey for you; you will 
be knocked up ? " 



r8o So Young J My Lord^ and True. 

^^ Not a bit. It will be mucli nicer at Guildford than 
at Richmond^ or any of those places where we should be 
sure to meet people ; not any one I know, but your 
friends. Who were those people on the platform ? '' 

" I don't know ; I did not notice. I heard my name^ 
and took off my hat. What does it matter ? '* 

He spoke in a short abrupt way, as if restless and 
excited. By-and-by he thought Ada looked paler. 

'' You look quite ill. Put up your feet, let me arrange 
you/' he said. " We take an hour and a half to get to 
Guildford.^' 

He took oflF her hat, made her put her feet up, and 
lean her head on his shoulder. Then she took courage 
to speak to him. It would be much worse if they 
avoided the subject, which she knew was in his mind. 
It seemed like a yawning precipice at their feet, which 
they would not look into. 

'^ What did Dr. Clinton say to you, Herbert ? ^* she 
said timidly. 

'^ Why do you ask ? *' he said sternly. ^^ You know.'' 

^^ You believe now, you know it must be ? " 

^^ I don't know what I believe, unless that God 
delights in torturing miserable wretches like us, or that 
there is a devil ruliDg the world, who demands the 
sacrifice of all that is beautiful." 

He spoke recklessly, as if it mattered not what he 
said. 

^' I want you not to turn away from the thought of 
my death, but think of it till all the pain of it is gone. 
I wish you could feel exactly as I do about it." 

'' How is that ? " 

" At first when Doctor Headley told me, I felt so 
confused and startled. It seemed dreadful that I, so 



Lovers Hour. 281 



young, should die j then I thought of it more and more, 
and by-and-by death was like a friend with very 
ungracious features, but a loving heart. I grew to see 
its kindness. Is it not owing to it that I am here with 
you now ? I have tried to be truthful in my life, but 
I shall only be truly truthful in my death — true to you, 
because I hide no longer that T love you — true to Florio, 
because I do the best I can to repay him for kindness, to 
help him to a new life — true to Lily, because you will tell 
her all by-and-by. Do you understand ? *^ 

He said never a word. Step by step he was going 
back on his own life ; noting his unwillingness to sift 
things, to prize what was best, and fight for it, knowing 
that it was worth much; noting that he had never 
listened with ears wide open to the true voice, which was 
always there within him, ready enough to be trumpet- 
tongued. The world^s wisdom, the world^s pride, the 
world^s censure had been clamorous; it was easier to 
listen to those voices ; it was easier to drift, and where 
had he drifted to ? 

^^ Do you remember. Fairy,'' he said, ^^ years ago an 
August day like this ? '' 

She smiled. 

*'What a happy child you were, and my accursed 
worldliness could not understand your bright, pure 
heart I What has become of that viper, Mrs. Bruton, 
who helped to make me cast a shadow on your life ? '' 

"1 have not heard of her for some time." 

^^Why would you not see me that day your father 
died ? I have never asked you.'' 

^' Did you come ? " she said turning to him quickly. 

'' Of course I did." 

'^ I never knew, but I am so glad to know it now. It 
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seemed so hard that 70a should go away, when I was in 
troable^ without one word/' 

'' Poor child ! I was not so heartless. I sent ap mj 
card with a little line on it asking yon to see me. The 
servant said yoa refused^ and she brought my card bad 
to me." 

Ada thought of that day. How often she had done 
sol That terrible day when she was all alone with 
death. She thought of Mrs. Bruton's formal letter^ of the 
clergyman's unmeaning commonplaces and her anger. 
That day had been the ending of her childishness^ the 
beginning of the cruel earnest of her life. 

^' I told the servant I would not see any one ; I remem- 
ber now. I was so angry when Mr. I forget his 

name^ — insisted on seeing me and repeated sentence 
after sentence of scripture, without any power or life in 
what he said. It was so horrible, such a desecration of 
his privileges, that I was furious. I suppose the girl 
was afraid to tell me that any one else called.^' 

'' And if I had seen you that day, Ada ? Oh ! my 
God ! if I had seen you ! " 

The hopeless past, the sad present, the fearfnl future, 
all concentrated themselves cruelly in his mind. Do 
you think we do not suffer, we men, because we do not 
brood over our ills — because our sorrows do not make 
us grow pale and thin and hang our heads. The 
Creator has given us the stronger physical nature. We, 
amongst our fellows, do not bewail our grief, and seek 
sympathy ; rather, with a laugh we scoff at troubles, but 
there are moments when the torture of hell is in our 
breasts. 

What could Ada say to him ? 

^' How can we tell ? Perhaps we should have been 
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involved in another chain of events more terrible. I 
sometimes think that there is a sort of even balance 
about things. For some^ events are lucky, things go 
smoothly, there is a little love spread over many years 
and much quiet; for others, trouble, restlessness, an 
agony of joy, quickly past. I would choose the last.'' 

" Is it pleasure to you to be with me ? '' he asked with 
a lover's foolish persistence in asking what he already 
knows. 

She smiled an answer. 

'' You have not had much pleasure in your life, poor 
child ! 

^' I shall not worry you with my regprets," he added 
with an effort. '^ We shall try and make this day bright, 
one to remember. Here we are now." 

They had reached Guildford. 

^^ What a treat," Kingsley said as they walked away 
from the station, ^'to leave London and trains and 
screaming engines ! " 

Do you know Guildford ? How prettily it lies on a 
hill, the quiet river Wey winding at its foot. The old 
church in Quarry Street chimed the hour as they walked 
over the bridge, and lingered looking on the river. 

'^ Would it tire you to drive ? " Kingsley said, ^^ I know 
this place very well and there are pretty roads." 

" I should like to go," she said eagerly ; " I shall not 
be tired." 

'* Then we shall go up to the White Hart first and 
lunch." 

Ada managed to persuade Kingsley that she had 
eaten, and so they went out at once in a phaeton with 
a shaggy fat pony, Eangsley driving. 

There is a place called St. Martha's Hill, and round 
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it a winding road through woods^ where you bear 
nothing but the felling of trees and the noise of carts 
and carters. Here they drove over fearful ruts, whereby 
the little carriage was frequently near an upset^ but they 
only laughed^ swaying themselves from side to side, to 
balance it. The sun shone with all its August softness. 
The air was sweet and caressing. They passed from 
glimpses of cornfields and far-off beauty tempting the 
eye, to parts dark from overhanging trees, cool and 
silent. By-and-by they came out on a common where 
there were red-tiled cottages, covered with roses, which 
clustered round small-paned windows, sending their per- 
fume through the casements to thank the owners for their 
care. What simple, beautiful lives it seemed possible 
to lead in such homes I 

Ada wanted some roses, and Kingsley asked for them. 
They were willingly given, the donors wondering some- 
what why the rich lady should long for a simple rose. 
They did not speak much during their drive ; nature 
spoke for them, and had a thousand eloquent things to 
say. They laughed a little sometimes and made some 
childish jokes. How little could Eangsley's usual 
associates picture him — the cold insouciant man of 
the world who was going to marry the rich Sir Trevor 
Grey^s pretty daughter — driving along a country road 
beside a dying girl, for whom he would have given away 
as dross the best years of his life, his fame, his wealth. 
Yes, it had come to that, and he had even cast away 
his selfishness; and was trying to smother his sorrow for 
her sake. There was fine stuff in the man, marred some- 
what by this fatal drifting. 

They carao back to dinner ; Kingsley had ordered it. 
Ada having positively refused so to do, in spite , of his 



Lovers Hour, 285 



laughing taunts that she would not because she could not. 
They were put into the best sitting-room in the inn - 
Kingsley having a certain lordly way about him, which 
inspired the waiter with much reverence. Ada laughed 
whej^ dinner came, a repast much more suited for twenty 
than two, a banquet in fact, and Elingsley felt a little 
ashamed of his ordering. There were fruits which Ada 
liked ; they cooled her, for as the evening came on she 
was feverish and her pulse beat quickly. 

^' We must go soon ? ^^ she asked. 

^^ No, there is a late train up to town, but are you 
tired ? Would you like to go back ? ^' 

She shook her head. 

" It is nice here, but open the windows very wide. It 
is very hot. Could we go on the river ? ^^ 

^^ The damp night air might do you harm.'^ 

*^ No, no, I should like to go.'' 

" Then come, darling.'' 

They walked along Quarry Street to the river side, 
found a boat and went down the river. How temptingly 
it winds about ! One always wants to go to the next 
curve to see beyond, and then to the next and next. 
There seemed no one on the river but themselves. A 
little path ran all along the river side, and fields lay 
beyond. Sometimes a string of urchins passed, chasing 
each other and screaming with shrill young voices, not 
altogether discordant in the evening air. Country voices 
cannot be quite unmelodious. 

The sun was dying down bravely after a glorious day's 
course, and calmly the moon sailed on to take its place, — 
the same moon which had looked down on Ada and 
Kingsley as they walked by the park. It would always 
come again and again when Ada was gone. Eongsley 
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pulled hard after this thought and set his teetli. The; 
came to a lock. No one was there to let them throngL 
In this qniet place they mast help themselves. 

"You won't be frightened, dear, goings throagfaT I 
can manage it very well/' 

" No/' 

But she was a Uttle. It looked so dark between die 
gates, and when the water went down and down it 
seemed as if it would be nicer to be drowned (if sad 
a thing should happen) out in the pretty river among 
the lilies than here in this black hole. 

They got through safely, Eangsley laughing^ a little at 
the fears which, in contradiction of Ada's words, were 
written in her face. 

"We shall have to go through again going back," 
she said, looking at the black gates which slowly swung 
to behind them. 

They shot on now fast. There was a fascination to 
Kingsley in watching the woods, the hamlets left behind 
them. Suddenly he pulled in his oars and came to her 
side. 

'' We may go with the current for a little," he said, 
*' I can't keep away from you the whole evening." 

No reply from Ada. Only a smile and a little move- 
ment to make room for him beside her. He stretched 
himself in the bottom of the boat, leaning upon his 
elbow. 

The dew lay like a cloud on the grass around. 
Here and there through the trees there was a twitter and 
rustle as a bird chose its perch for the night, but all 
was very still, and Elingsley's words seemed to gather 
fervor in the silence. 

'' Ada, supposing it is true — supposing that— I can't 



Lovers Hour. 287 



i 

1: 



say it. Why should not all the days be like this ? Why 
should we be parted, sweet ? '' 

^*I promised to be with you as much as possible, 
Herbert/' 

*' Do you know what I mean, Ada ? I want you to be 
my wife at once/' 

The moon shone on his passionate face. The boat 
had drifted into the lilies and sedge by the river-side, 
but they did not heed it. 

'* Others have years of happiness, we may only have 
weeks. Don't let us cast them away, darling." 

He saw the pain in her face when he had spoken — the 
pain for the denial, which must come, of that which he 
craved. He seemed to see into her nature as she looked 
away from him into the dark water and said, 

'' I must take up all the tangled threads of my poor 
imperfect work and fasten them off as best I can. For a 
new life there is no time." 

Then her face grew troubled. Bending down to him 
and clasping her arms round his neck, she sobbed out, 
'' Oh ! my love, for your sake I am so sorry." 
" Why did I say that ? " he said quickly. '' It shall 
be as you like, don't cry." 

They understood each other at last, in those few 
minutes on the lonely river. Their souls met. Perhaps 
years of life together would never have brought that 
union. He suddenly knew the desires which had 
imimated her life, the long striving and apparent failure ; 
recognised the refined, spiritual nature which was so 
close to the unseen, and felt that it was sacrilege to speak 
to her of marriage, lifted above the earth as she was now 
— ^poor and cowardly of him to cloud her soul with the 
regret that lay so heavy on his. Their spirits were united 
«nd that was eternal. 
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The carrent had tamed the boat rounds and they W 
got fast in a tangle of weeds. 

" Do you see where we are. Fairy ? *' he said. "H*« 
been forgetful. And selfish/' he added in a low voi» 
kissing her. 

Then he took the oars. 

"Can you back water while I shove out from lie 
bank?'' 

" I'll try.'' 

It was rather a splashy awkward attempt^ hut they 
managed to get away. Once in the middle of the stream, 
Kings] ey skimmed along fast. 

" We shall miss our train if we do not make haste.'' 

He wanted Ada to get out when they came to the lock, 
and let him take the boat through alone^ but she would 
not. The wind was rising a little^ and dark clouds made 
it difficult sometimes to see their way. 

" How fast we have come back I " Ada said as they saw 
the lights in the boathouse. 

It was a strange dreamy sensation to ^lide over the 
water, Kingsley rowing, and stopping for a minute from 
time to time to look at her tenderly while the water 
rippled over the oars. It was sad that it should cease. 
Ada looked regretfully at the boat as she stepped out. 
They walked to the station very slowly, Ada lost her 
breath so quickly. They were just in time for the train ; 
back again in the ugly world. Kingsley managed that 
they should be alone again returning. He was frightened 
at Ada's pallor. In those few hours she seemed to have 
changed, her face to have become drawn, and her eyes 
to have a strange look. Her voice was quite weak ; in 
the noise of the train he could scarcely hear what she 
said. By-and-by she fell asleep with her head on his 
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shoulder. Her closed eyelids looked thin and blue, and 
the black lines beneath her eyes grew deeper in her 
slumber. She moaned a little as she slept. Then he 
moved her head and laid it across his arms, and for full 
an hour he held himself in this strained attitude to giycr 
her rest. 

She woke up near London, acnd looked round in a 
scared way. Then her eyes rested on Kingsley with in- 
finite contentment. 

" Yes, I am here,'* he said smiKng, '' did you think 
you were all alone ? '' 

He was quite relieved to hear her speak again ; he did 
not like that long silence. An hour more and they were 
at home. Mary Anne was up. 

'^ That gentleman called. Miss," she said with a grin, 
as if it was rather a pleasant piece of news. 

'^ What did you say ? " asked Kingsley. 

''That Miss was spending the evening with Miss 
Grey.'' 

'' He left no message ? '' 

" No, Miss, he looked put out like." 

'* Don't let that worry you," said Kingsley. 

Mary Anne lingered an instant, looking as if she 
would like to assist in the conversation, and then dis- 
creetly withdrew. 

'* No," said Ada, " I do not feel afraid of anything to- 
night." 

" When may I come to-morrow ? " 

*' I do not know. I think I had better write you a 
line." 

" To my club then, at twelve." 

They said good-bye, and Kingsley went. 

'' If Miss Knight should be ill or want me," ho said 
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to Mary Anne as she opened the hall-door for him^ '' I 
shall be in this street^ number twenty five, three doors 
off on the opposite side, but yon need not say anything 
to Miss Knight.'' 

So he was nearer to Ada than she thought. She 
would perhaps have been happier if she had known, but 
he thought she might torment herself with visions of 
deadly encounters with his brother Geoffrey if she knew. 



CHAPTER XXI. 



''the night gathers me.'' 



Alone in Iter little room^ soon to be hers no more. 
What strange pathetic honrs^ Ada spent on that August 
night] All the wild joy of youth and love so near. 
All the sad quiet of death so near. She had been 
understood at last. With Eangsley's words in her ear, 
ever gaining in tenderness and power, as they came 
back and back, and wooing her with tenfold strength 
in the stillness of her solitude ; was it not hard to believe 
that life was nearly over, that soon no words could 
reach her, no warm beat of her heart answer to his 
whisper ? It was hard to believe it, though even now 
her hands fell listlessly down, and her breath grew faint 
and weak. 

What if she should live, after all, a long dreary life ! 
Would not the sacrifice she had made to-day, lose its 
beauty and grace, and become an ugly self-torture f 
Was a thing true and beautiful, no matter what it 
looked like? Would she have had courage to thrust 
away all the joy held out to her, if a long life lay before 

her? 

She drew a deep breath, but it seemed to bring no air 
into her lungs. There seemed a heavy stifling hand 
pressed upon her throat. She got up and walked about 
feebly and restlessly. 

19—2 
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Why Bhonld she die so yonng? What had she done 
to deserve it f All before her, lay her life ^th its many 
straggles. Ought there not to be some recompense for 
the sadness if there was justice anywhere ? Perhaps 
she was taking a distorted view of duty. There was no 
law, human or divine, compelling her to choose the hard 
and painful, and refuse the joy f Oh, Ood^ what joy ! 

The colour mounted in her cheeks, and her hands 
clasped each other closely, as she moved in a g-liding^ way 
round the room, stopping sometimes at the window, and 
looking out. 

People lived sometimes, when doctors had said they 
would die. How often mistakes had been made ! 
Perhaps she would live; her heart which gave such 
strong quick beats now, would not stop for many a 
year. Then she would be Kingsley's ¥nife. What else 
was there for her to do ? 

It was past one o'clock. There was an oppressive 
stillness in the streets. It seemed a time for Death to 
creep about, steal into houses and take his prey. The 
room grew dark to Ada; she staggered to a chair, and 
panted. Her heart sank and sank. Everything seemed 
far away and strange. It was impossible to separate 
things, and retain distinct ideas about them. The 
different objects in the room, seemed to gUde about and 
fade into one another. About herself, she had no clear 
notion. There was a faint sensation of pain and 
oppression, which gave her power to realise her exist- 
ence, but it seemed like some one else who was suffering, 
and whom she was sorry for. She thought vaguely of 
God and of Heaven. A strange jumble of the creeds 
and legends she had heard or learnt floated through 
her brain. How would those to whom such things were 
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true to the letter, meet an hour like this ? Perhaps 
they would be braver than she was, and rest calmly on 
all they had been taught and had believed. There was no 
one to speak an encouraging word, to tell -her of a 
future brightness, so that she might not be scared, poor 
child ! by the coming night. She began to think of the 
motives of her life. Her religion had been the reKgion 
of labour and striving, — her sacrifice, that of bent and 
broken self-love — her worship, that of truth. Surely 
now, this should wax strong within her, the clog of 
bodily imperfection giving place to clearer vision. 
There was no hand to hold hers, no voice to murmur 
loving words or speak of coming peace, but God was 
there speaking with no human tongue, which must 
always dim the divine word with human faultiness, 
speaking with solemn strength between each feeble 
heart-beat, and she was not afraid. 

By-and-by the room was less dark, and Ada began to 
think more connectedly. Was there anything left to be 
done ? Yes, she must write to Florio. She tried to 
raise her hand, but it fell again. Was it worth while 
trying to do anything more? All would come right. 
Still something urged her to write. If she had some 
wine, she might get strength ; half an hour of strength, 
that was all she wanted. She must think. The bell 
was close to her, if she could only put out her hand and 
reach it. She tried, but it fell again, and seemed heavy 
and lifeless. She waited a little, raised her hand, and 
with an eflFort caught the bell, and, dropping it again, it 
rang through the silent house. 

When Ada next looked round, Mary Anne was beside 
her. How long she had been there, she did not know. 

" Wine,'' she said faintly. 
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Mary Anne was frightened but not stnpid^ so she got 
it in a minate, and gave it to her. In five minutes Ada 
had more strength ; she could speak a little^ could ask 
for paper and pencil^ and propped up with pillows^ oonld 
write indistinctly but legibly. She told Florio where 
her will was; told him to communicate with her uncle 
after her death ; said that she believed in Us (Florio's) 
goodness^ in spite of his unfortunate life ; told him that 
a new life was to begin for him now^ a responsible one, 
and that the past was buried for ever. How she longed 
that she could write such words as would soften aud 
change him utterly, that her death might end all 
revengeful feelings in his life. Her pure sanguine 
mind looked for more than this^ hoped that her memory 
would dwell with him, that her belief in what -was best 
in him would develope the good ; that when she was 
dead, all that she had striven for would be attained, and, 
that her bodily presence removed, her spiritual influence 
would be lasting. She had not learned that, ^' though 
one should rise from the dead/' nature is unchanged. 

In her own simple nature, struggling unrestingly 
upwards, she saw possibilities of great moral elevation. 
She would not deny the same possibilities to others. 

Mary Anne had gone away again. Why was that ? 
Was she afraid to stay there ? Yet she would be with 
death herself one day. 

If there was a little stir in the street, everything would 
be more real. Was there no life anywhere — anywhere P 
What hour was it ? 

Vaguely she asked herself these questions, finding no 
answer, forgetting that she wanted one. 

How long ago it was since she had been at Ghuldforcl 
with Herbert f it seemed almost a lifetime away. 
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There was the dark qaiet river, the tangled water 
weeds, the long fresh grass, the motionless trees, the 
faint soft light of the dying day, and Kingsley's upturned 
face flashing with strong tender passion. 

There was a faint smile on her lips as she looked at it. 
A beautiful picture, which parted her lips with a peaceful 
gladsomeness, but did not pain or trouble her quiet soul. 

But three doors off, Kingsley was sitting by the window 
of a room on the ground floor. Sleep was not to be 
thought of to-night, so he lighted a cigar and tried to 
smoke himself into quietude. It was new to him quite, this 
incapacity of throwing aside a thought. To sit up late 
with painful reflections for company was not Kingsley's 
usual habit. No, the sooner they were thrust aside the 
better. Let a man get a good sound sleep and not take 
morbid views of life, that was always his theory ; but to 
night there was nothing inviting in the idea of going to 
bed, and sleep seemed as impossible a thing as if he had 
never experienced it. 

'* Those whom the gods love die young.'' In what a 
senseless way those words kept on and on in his head. A 
stupid unmeaning sentence, as most sentences are which 
have a great currency in the world. 

But the words and their connection were not to be 
banished. What a coil this man had got about him, been 
twisting himself in unwittingly for years and years ! Now 
he recognised how helpless he was in the midst of it. 
He had to look about him and see it all, for it cut too 
sharply into his flesh to pass unnoticed. 

Poor child ! What a life ! thought he. How sweet, 
how good she is ! What a brave heart she has, never 
flinching all this time, but true and pure and unselfish 
all along. All would be well yet. She must yield to 
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him. He had seen in her eyes that day a trembUng 
tenderness, ready to be on his side if worked npon. She 
mast get this ghastly notion of death oat of her head. 
Doctor Clinton's verdict was by no means final. 

There were plenty of doctors cleverer than he was. 
WeUy even supposing that she was very ill, that was 
no reason why she shoald not be his wife. She might 
live a long time yet. Let her have some rest and peaoe^ 
poor child ! His love seemed strong enough to-night to 
keep away all pain^ all trouble^ even death itself from her. 

The thought of Lily came into his mind with a little 
irritating prick, not strong but persistent. 

Well, he was sorry, but it could not be helped. She 
was not the same kind of girl, had not such deep feelings. 
It would be a shock to her at first and he would look a 
scoundrel, but he would tell her the whole story and after 
a while she would not mind. She would not fret. It 
would not break her heart. 

He thought of Ada again, of her pale face, with its 
intensely elevated expression which had grown more and 
more of late till it seemed unearthly. It seemed right 
that her sad story should end in an early death. Too 
spiritual, too visionary a soul for the rough, coarse world. 
There seemed a fitness in the approaching rest, which 
haunted and maddened him. Fiercely he battled with 
the thought and held it off, with the desperation with 
which a man grasps the throat of some savage beast, 
knowing that the hand must grow feeb le at last and the 
brute drink his life blood. 

She would live, yes, she would live, away, alone with 
him in some warm land, with all his love and care she 
would live and forget everything. Lily ? . . . . 

The room was full of ghosts. They thronged around 
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him^ the yictims he had made — might make ; the lives he 
had spoilt inadvertently. Murdered joys rose up before 
him and looked ghastly. 

He was not an imaginative man^ but strongly practical 
and sceptical^ yet the torture he suflFered could hardly 
have been greater in the mind of a man of far more 
nervous and excitable temperament. 

He thought of Geofifrey, and how, in the days gone by, 
he had turned from the remembrance of his cruelty with 
loathing. Now all his loathing was for himself and his 
part in life. He paced the room. 

To his strong will and strong hands it was possible to 
readjust things. It was only a poor weak boy who would 
sink into quiet acceptance of circumstances. Such a 
thing was not possible for Mm, He saw things clearly 
now and knew how to act ; before, he had been in the dark. 
A faint self-justification began to soothe him. Light had 
come, it was not too late. 

He leaned out of the window and knocked off the ashes 
from his cigar on the railing — ^it could scarcely be called 
^ balcony — in front of the windows. 

In this position he could see the house in which Ada 
was ; could see her window. There was no light there 
when he first looked, and it seemed to banish his hateful 
thoughts to look at it ; to think of her as quietly asleep, 
getting strength, getting better ; to think he was so near 
iuid would see her in the morning. 

By-and-by, all these ghosts that had risen, trooped 
away. His head was clearer. He had been a fool to be 
430 fearfully down on his luck. He conld not be well. 
He had got a touch of his old Indian fever. He would 
turn in now, and to-morrow he would have a quiet talk 
with Ada and make her see things in a right light. 
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Ab Kingsley thought this and tossed the last fragmeDt 
of his cigar into the street^ he saw a light come in Ada's 
room. It flashed np so suddenly that it gave him quite 
a start. He was speculating about it, unwilling to go to 
bed, when he saw the street door of her house open and 
a g^l run out, leaving the door ajar and giving quick 
jerks of her head to the right and left as she ran down 
the street. 

He saw it was Mary Anne, and before she could knock 
had opened the door to her. 

'^ Please, sir, she is very bad,'' she said pantingly. 
He did not speak a word but went with her at once. 
As they went in he said. 

'' Fetch the first doctor you can find, quickly.'' 
He almost thrust her into the street again, and went 
upstairs alone. 

Her hand lay on the table, still feebly holding the peur 
She was dimly conscious of some one coming in ; not 
surprised when she saw Eangsley ; she was almost be- 
yond emotion of any kind. 

How she was changed in that short time ! Her lips 
parched and burning, her breath seeming to scorch 
them, the rest of her face damp and white. 

Kingsley put his arm round her and put wine to her 
lips. He must hear her speak again. After a minute 
life came back, but it was like an ebb tide on a summer's 
night, each wave fainter in sound and going ftirther from 
the shore. 

" Herbert," she said softly, it was only a little weak 
murmur, '* promise me to go away after — not to meet 
Florio." 
" Yes." 
" To let Mary Anne go and tell him." 
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« Yes/' 

He could not contradict her now, but perhaps she 
read his thoughts. One knows not what strange power 
is given to the soul at such an hour. 

'^ Is it true ? Do you mean it ? '' she said, looking 
at him with that strange expression of the dying which 
sees you and yet so much besides. '^Jt is the last 
thing I ask, — ^promise.'* 

One second of indecision. Why should Florio set his 
accursed foot in this room which would be a holy place 
as long as she lay in it ? Why should he look on her 
fair face even in death? He, Herbert, had the only 
right to watch over her to the last, but she was looking at 
him and he could not refiise her, nor could he speak any- 
thing but the truth now. 

'' I promise,'^ he said quietly. 

She looked satisfied and peaceful. He sat beside her> 
holding her hands, from time to time pressing his lips 
to them. Not much demonstration of grief, though his 
strong man's heart throbbed with agony. Anything in 
heaven or earth he would cast away for even one day of 
life for her, but he said nothing and still pressed his lips 
from time to time on her damp, weak hands. By-and-by 
there was a little noise of footsteps. Mary Anne and a 
strange doctor coming in; the latter roused from his 
warm sleep to witness the cold sleep of death ; this was 
common enough to him. 

Eongsley did not move from his position. The doctor 
came and felt Ada's pulse and heart, and looked at her 
for a moment. 

'' Is there hope, sir ? '' Kingsley asked in a changed 
hoarse voice. 

He shook his head. 
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" Give her a spoonful of brandy firom time to time^ she 
may last a few hoars/' 

Then he turned away. 

Ada revived a little when Kingsley had followed the 
doctors's directions^ but more faintly than on the previous 
occasion. 

'' Herbert . . . teU . . . Lily . . . all.'' 

'' Yes, darling." 

'' And you ? '* she said faintly. 

Her eyes, dim though they were, looked with great love 
at him. Her thought for him in the past, her hope for 
him in the fixture, were in the two words. 

A great throb of pain passed over his face, bnt he only 
murmured, 

'* My love . . . my love." 

Perhaps she was scarcely conscious of his sorrow. 
Her face had resumed its peaceful, far-away expression. 
Three o'clock. The morning was breaking. One more 
&int rally of life came to Ada. 

" I am not . . . afraid, Herbert," she said. '* I am 
quite . . . happy." 

This was all. 

Mary Anne was sobbing in a comer. The dawn was 
creeping into the room. Herbert holding Ada's hands, 
watching her faint breathing, craved hopelessly to go 
forth with her into eternity ; but her brave young spirit 
— alone in life — ^went forth alone. 

Mary Anne crept away frightened and crying when 
Ada was dead, and Kingsley was alone with his lost 
love. 

Never did a more glorious August morning rise on a 
grimy city. The gorgeous blue sky lit up by sunshine 
seemed in its purity far away from the smoke and dust ; 
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seemed in its calm beauty, far away from human trouble. 
There was the laughing sound of childish voices in the 
streets; the rattle of passing carts; the postman's 
knock delivering a new daVs tidings of joy and grief. 

The returning day of life and action seemed to Eangs- 
ley as the pitiless roll of some Juggernaut car, unconscious 
of the bleeding human forms crushed in its progress. 
The sunshine seemed like the cruel smile of a fiend 
exulting in the agonies of its victim. 

Three hours had passed since he had laid her on her 
bed, folded her thin, cold hands, and closed the blue lids 
over eyes that had no light for him now. Three hours ! 
It seemed but a little minute, and there must be return 
to action. There was a place to be filled in life by him ; 
a girl to whom he was engaged ; a home he must live 
in. 

As long as we live, life has inexorable claims on us, 
there is no escape ; we cannot slip away into oblivion ; 
and yet, when we are dead, we are quickly enough done 
without. 

He bid her good-bye for* ever. God knows such 
good-byes are fearful ! Can He look down on them 
unless there be some re-union in the future ? 

Leaving the room, Eangsley called Mary Ann. She 
came with tear-stained face. 

'' You know Signer Florio's address ? '' 

" Yes, sir.'' 

^' Take this letter to him and tell him what has hap- 
pened. You must not say that I have been here. Do 
you understand ? " 

" Yes, sir ; quite." 

" You will come to me to-morrow or next day, and 
tell me all the arrangements that have been made. I can 
rely on you ? You will be faithful to her ? " 
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" Yes, sir. There never was a sweeter — ** 
He made a sign of silenoe, and left the house. 



Ada, sleeping in her grave; Florio living respected 
and respectable, with a thick veil over his past, and his 
vindictiveness somewhat satisfied by exacting his daes 
of Mr. St. (George; E^ingsley, with Lilj by his side, 
fSEKsing life with a struggle to fulfil its duties and a sad 
consciousness of having missed the greatest good ;^-this 
is the end. Are otiier lives more perfect f 
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